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lo K 


Though [am poor, beloved, I still can gtve 

To thee the wondrous wealth of deeper life. 
Large adtamonds of dreams, sapphires of love, 
Emeralds of hope, rich rubtes of destre 

And all the precious stones of thoughts which burn, 
In the deep hollow mine of nichts and days. 
Yea, [wll offer at thy stlent shrine 
Jewels af sin atoned, wrought in the fire 

Of the soul's anctent and divine forgiveness, 
Silver of tears wept in the dead of night 

And gold of beautiful cod-tmpulses 

And Iw<l clothe thee tn the bridal cloths 

Of inward splendours, inward silences, 

And thou wilt be a queen ona pure throne 

Of sorrow changed to peace, beyond a world 


Of pain and shadow and the cry of years. 


I am the ancient fool of earth. 

When was I born, you ask? My birth 
Dates back in time much farther than 
The birth-hour of the world’s first man. 
In fact my birth dates back as far 

As the conception of a star, 

A blade, a bird, a cloud, a wind 

In the lone stillness of God's mind. 


Two silent dark enchanted pools 

Lie in these eyes you call a fool's. 

You catch dim glimpses in their deep 
Waters, of God's eternal sleep 

Whose dreams are time and death and birth 
And the swift beauty of the earth. 


Who made the desert and the sky, 
The silent hill, the eagle's cry, 

The twilight gold, the twinkling rain, 
The sky blue lake, the silver crane, 
Who made red morning light and cool 
White moonbeams also made the fool. 
O should the fool but cease to be 
There would not grow a single tree 
On the wide earth, nor burn on high 
A single star in all the sky. 

The rainbow would forget its seven 
Colours and no cloud in heaven 
Would again be seen to float 

Like an angel's bridal boat, 

And no bird again be seen 

Like a sudden mood of green’ 

Or the vision of a bright 

Yellowhood in gorgeous flight. 
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Wise man lo, it is my birth 
Gives your wisdom any worth, 
For the shadow in my eyes 

Is called light in paradise. 
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THE HUNTER 
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A sacred bilvapatra tree stands beside a lake. While 
the night comes gathering in, on one of its boughs stts a 
hunter with bow and arrow. Now and again in idle mood 
he pulls off the leaves of the tree and scatters them carelessly 
over a linga, a phallus, at the foot of the tree. 


HUNTER. 


This day has proved blacker than night for me. 
I've never known before a day of dearth. 

A curse upon all worshippers who strike 

With their loud prayers the rabbits dumb with fear 
And hurry them for shelter to their holes. 

A curse upon all priests who waste men’s lives 
Casting a spell upon their hearts, and waste 
Honey and flowers on that dim length of stone 
Dumb-standing on yon altar in the woods. 

A curse upon the crowds who with a crash 

Of drums and clash of cymbals and the drone 
Of weary chants cast on the teeming woods 

A heavy sleep which knows no dream at all: 
While stag and deer leap like a herd of dreams 
And vanish making widows of my barbs. 
Thrice cursed be all worship which deprives 

A hunter's house of one whole day of food. 

Had He whose praise they sing but been a Thing 
Of truth and wisdom, He would long ago 

Have hung His worshipping hoards on the black tree 
Of sleep and left them there to hang like bats 
Nor vex the world again with noisy rites. 

But why has He, who has created me 

And other sensible things, created them 

Who starve the whole of Shivaratri day 

And yawn the whole of Shivaratri night 

Fasting and praying with heaven-uplifted eyes 
Muttering “Shiva Hara Hara,” when 

There's harvest heaped up in their granaries 
And their eyes red and shot with running sleep ? 
The fire of hell burn up the holy name 

Of Shiva Hara Hara. 
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Daylight pales. 
The sun has slipped and dropped like a slain deer 
Staining the blue glades of the sky with blood. 
Now Night like a lone hunter with his bow . 
And arrow of deep silence, on a bough 
Of twilight sits awaiting starry deer 
And when they dance in throbbing herds and come 
Athirst for heaven's lake of dim blue calm 
The hunter with his rustling darts will strike 
Their hearts and with their pink blood streak the dawn. 
Yea, this wide world is all a hunting ground 
And the wild chase goes on day after day 
And will continue till the end of time; 
For the old Hunter hungering in heaven 
Slays us like deer for His eternal feast-.- 
But hush, here comes a lake-enchanted deer 
And lo, here goes a deer-enchanted dart. 
(The hunter ts just about to shoot at the deer when the latter 
speaks and stops the dart from leaving tts bow) 


FIRST DEER. 
Put back the glimmering arrow in its quiver, 
And heed the prayer of a pregnant deer 
For lo, in the wise Shastras it is written 
‘ The killing of a chariotful of insects 
Is equal to the killing of one buffalo, 
The killing of a hundred buffaloes 
Is equal to the killing of one bullock, 
The killing of a hundred bullocks equal 
To that of a single cow, likewise the killing 
Of a hundred cows is equal to the killing 
Of a single Brahmin, of that of a hundred Brahmins 
Is equal to the killing of one woman, 
Of a hundred women to that of one Guru, 
And of a hundred Gurus is likewise 
As heinous as killing one with child. 


HUNTER. 
Quote Shastras to the well-fed, since they fall 
Flat on the sharp ears of a hungry hunter 
To whom the delicate flesh of one such deer 
As you outweighs a hundred holy books. 
And yet, poor deer! your lovely limpid eyes 
Wake up an echo of some tender sadness 
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Within my heart---How like a human thing 
You gaze at me. I cannot see your eyes: 

For darkness, but I feel them like two flames: 
Shooting their arrowy beams into my soul. 
Who are you, gentle creature? Who were you 
In a past life ? 


FIRST DEER 


Lo, hunter! I was Rambha 

Who rose out of the churning of the ocean, 

One of the fourteen wonders of the ocean, 

A lonely beauty like a shadowless lotus 

Whose very name would lash both gods and men. 
. Like whitest lightning, and a glimpse of whom 
Would madden kingdoms and enchant their kings 
And whirl their crowns of gold upon their rims 
Making their rubies dance like drunken things 
Blinding the green light in their proudest emeralds 
Yea, and a touch of whose flower-tender hands 
Would draw the lone ascetic’s dreamy look 
Away from heaven to earth, whose voice had power 
To call each god away from his bright cup 
Foaming with drowsy nectar. Even lI 

Envied mine own exceeding loveliness, 

And coveted the magic of my voice | 

Thus day by day a great and gradual pride 

Grew in my heart until at last I turned 

Away from the Lord Iswara and prayer 

And incantation, for they seemed to change 
Unconsciously from splendid vital things 

To things unnecessary. Radiant love 

Gave way to lust, cool nectar to hot wine, 

And then I gazed on heaven as on a vast 

Blue circling vacancy, and on the gods 

As on strange moving worlds of weariness. 

‘ Tis thus I chose a Titan for my lord 

And filled the nights and days with a new love 
Not the cold holy love which guides the gods 

But love warm as lake-water in the sun 

Aad running like rich music in the moonlight. 


’ HUNTER 
Beautiful creature with a human voice, 
O exquisite, O wonderful wild creature ! 
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One day when he, my Daitya husband, went 
A-hunting in the forests, I betook me 

In a kind sudden mood of olden friendship 

To the Lord Iswara, but He, in wrath 

Bursting like lightning from a thunder cloud 
Poured from His passionate resonant blue throat 
A mighty and irrevocable curse 

On me, my woman.comrades and my lord 

And as a consequence of that same curse 

You seé me now, a deer beside a lake, 

A pregnant deer who prays, not for her life, 

But for the innocent life within her womb 
Which even now is quickening. Let me but go 
‘Back to my home to give my young one birth 
And I'll return to thee before the dawn 

And yield my body to thy pointed arrow. 


HUNTER 


Most delicate hypnotist of the wild woods! 

Is that soft light within your eyes the light 

Born to mislead the impulse of an arrow? 

And that sweet plaintive music in your words 
Wrought to deceive my hunger for a while 

And baulk me of my prey? And is your oath 
To yield your body to my dart ere dawn 

But a wise mask painted with rainbow colours? 
Beautiful creature, wonderful wild creature ! 
Would you escape me? 


FIRST DEER 


Should I break my word 
Mine be the fearful curse which turns to toads 
Women who scorn their lords, and changes men 
Who use their wives as playthings into swine, 
Transforms into an evil-whimpering fiend 
One who with black art lures away a virgin 
Which changes tyrannous kings into blind bats 
And avaricious Brahmins into lepers 
And givers of gifts who giving take away 
To blinking owls, and scandal-mongering men 
To blue-black crows on leafless boughs in winter. 
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Mine be the total quantity of such curse 
Should even a shadow of the desire to break 
The oath I take wander across my mind. 


HUNTER | 
Persuasive thing, your words have won my heart, 
The wistful water of yon large-eyed lake 
The brooding midnight-sky and the brown earth | 
Cradled in peace are witness to your vow. _ 
Now for the song of the lone wistful hunter : 
(the deer goes away. The hunter sings) 


Heigh ho, heigh ho! this world is but a mood. 
A warrior’s mood becomes a battefield, 

A woman's mood becomes a smiling babe, 

An infant’s mood becomes a painted toy, 

A peasant’s mood becomes a harvest crop, 

A poet's mood becomes a silver moon, 

A potter's mood becomes the dim green clay, 
But a hunter’s mood becomes a shadow-deer::- 
O hush, here comes another thirsty deer, 

And lo, I draw another thirsty dart ! 

(as before the hunter draws his bow and ts about to shoot at 
the second deer which enters) 


SECOND DEER 


Put back the glittering dart into its quiver 
For I am young and beautiful and pale 
As the first star of twilight or flower of dawn, 
And newly wedded to a lord whose touch 
Is sudden and sharp and bright as a king’s sword, 
Who has not yet enjoyed my youth and beauty 
With all his being. Every inch of me 
Blossoms in utmost sweetness for his love. 
Pray ‘give me leave to go back to his house 
Kind hunter, for I take an oath to come 
Before the lilac breaking of the dawn 
To bare my body tingling with the last 
Embrace of my young lord, to the swift plunge 
Of thy red-singing arrow. 
HUNTER 
Creature carven 


Of dream and shadow, is your mournful voice 
Made to mislead an arrow's silvern thirst ? 
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Are you sincere as you are beautiful ? 

Say, is there honesty in a deer's oath? 
Excellent creature, wonderful wild creature, 
Would you escape me? 


SECOND DEER 

Should I break my word, 
Be mine the angry curse which turns to adders 
Those who destroy clear wells and pools and streams, 
Transforms to lugworms those who laugh at seers, 
To howling jackals those who rob their neighbours, 
To crying vultures those who hurt their parents, 
And those who slaughter cows, to speckled lizards. 
Mine be the total quantity of such curse 
Should the least shadow of the thought to break 
The oath I take wander across by mind. 


HUNTER 

Persuasive thing! your words have won my heart. 
The listening leaves upon this swaying bough, 
The silent dewdrops dripping over them 
And the cool winds are witness to your vow. 

(the hunter sings his song while the second deer 

goes out) 

Heigh ho, heigh ho! this world is but a hope. 
The captive’s hope becomes the dance of sunlight, 
The minstrel’s hope becomes the midnight silence, 
The monarch's hope becomes a mine of jewels, 
The old man’s hope becomes his grandchild’s laughter, 
But the hunter's hope becomes a teeming forest. 
O hush, here comes another trembling deer, 
And lo, here goes another trembling dart-:- 

(as before the arrow ts controlled by the voice of the 

deer which comes in) 


THIRD DEER 
Put back. the shimmering shaft into its quiver, 
At home I have left a young one who cries out 
For milk through the blue solitude of night, 
Good hunter, spare me, for I fain would feed 
Its little innocent hunger ere I yield 
Unto the naked singing of thine arrow’ 
My heart loud-echoing with my young one’s cries. 
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| HUNTER 

Would you with the dim honey of your words 
Surfeit mine ears until I drop asleep 

And coax the poison on an arrow's point 

Until it ache with sweetness? Musical creature |! 
Would you escape me? 


THIRD DEER 


Should I break my word 
Be mine the stormy curse of angry gods 
Which makes a leopard with a hundred spots 
Of him who drives a beggar from his door 
Without food or raiment; makes a hedgehog 
Of him who doubts the wisdom of a saint, 
A crocodile of him who taps a palm-tree, 
A kite of him who casts an evil eye 
Upon his neighbour; and a one-eared donkey 
©f the eavesdropper lurking in dark corners. 
Mine be their total quantity of curse 
Should even a shadow of the least desire 
To break my oath wander across my mind. 


HUNTER 
Persuasive thing, your words have won my heart. 
The faint sad fragrance floating on the wind, 
The starry eyes of night, and the pale stones 
Asleep on earth are witness to your vow. 
(the deer goes away and the hunter resumes his song) 


Heigh ho, heigh ho! this world is only love. 
The love of carpenters becomes a tree, 
The sculptor's love becomes a slab of marble, 
The love of messengers becomes a stallion, 
The love of worshippers becomes a temple, 
But the hunter's Jove becomes a bow and arrow. 
O hush, here comes a proud and regal deer, 
And lo, here goes a proud and regal dart. 
(the fourth deer enters and stops the arrow with his voice) 


FOURTH DEER 
Put back that glinting thing into its quiver, 
That gleaming glancing thing into its quiver, 
For I, the king of deer, have left two wives 
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Asleep in the wide solitary woods 

And fain would take their leave before the shaft 
Redden with the rich blood within my heart. 

I will return to thee before the dawn 

Kisses the grey and sleepy brow of earth. 


HUNTER 
Majestic and invulnerable creature ! 
Is majesty your method of escape ? 
And the deep splendour rolling in your eyes 
Lit by the Maker with the mighty purpose 
Of paling the desire of a keen arrow? 
Magnetic miracle of breath and flight ! 
Would you escape me? 


FOURTH DEER 

ae Should I break my word 
Mine be the curse which'makes a goat of him 
Who steals the holy oil from a shrine lamp, 
And makes a stinking weed of him who craves 
Shadowy dealings with his neighbour's wife, 
And a rhinoceros with a crooked snout 
Of him who robs another of his. bread, 
And:makes an ape of him who bears false witness, 
A jaundiced sheep of him who utters falsehood, 
And a strange creature with a twisted bill 
Of him who being wedded runs a whore, 
And a mad-dog with a froth-bordered mouth 
Of him who stains his hand with human blood, 
Mine be the total curse of the three worlds 
Should even the shadow of.a faint desire 
To break my oath wander across my mind. 


HUNTER . 


Night slipping slowly | into a new dawn. 

The vast and violet throbbing of the dark 

And the dim dust are witness to your vow. 
(the fourth deer goes away) 

All heaven is heaving like a human heart 

And earth is stirring like the conciousness 

Of something luminous and far-away, 

But hush I hear sweet distant voicés singing 

“‘ Shiva Hara Hara, Shiva Hara.” 


Ja ASHE TR fa? 
Tae 





He yt ned 
4h 
- Pevbile aatbPhave 
4 
o 
Q ‘hat 


the polden feel of dawn is inthe aie! 
"lc {the dawn ts just about to break. Enter the four deer) 
First DEER 
Where is the glimmering arrow? 
SECOND DEER 
Where is the hungry arrow? 
THIRD DEER 
Come, hunter, I am ready. 
FOURTH DEER 
Come, hunter, I am waiting. 
HUNTER 


O no no no, these hands have lost their hunger ! 
Some one has shot a shaft into my heart 
Imprinting it with an eternal wound, 
For the wild chase goes on day after day 
And will continue till the end of time, 
For the old Hunter hungering in heaven 
Slays us like deer for His eternal feast 
(the four deer throw off their disguise and reveal their 
holy identity). 


pie 
: 


FirsT HOLY BEING 
He counts thee one among His many pilgrims. 
SECOND HOLY BEING 
For thou didst fast all Shivaratri day. 
THIRD HOLY BEING 


And didst awake all Shivaratri night 
Crying the Holy Name what though in scorn. 


FoOurRTH HOLY BEING 


And scattering holy leaves over the linga 
Which stood all night even without thy knowing 
At the calm foot of yon thrice heavenly tree. 


TOGETHER 
Ail hail, all hail, divine unconscious pilgrim. 
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(they disappear and the hunter sings alone while descend- 
ing from the tree). 


HUNTER 


Heigh ho, heigh ho! this world is but a dream: 

The painter's dream becomes the purple morning, 

The boatman's dream becomes the golden weather 
The villager's dream becomes the argent river, 

The bridegroom's dream becomes the jasmine garland, 
The widow's dream becomes the funeral pyre, 

But the hunter's dream, the hunter's dream is broken. 


(he flings the arrow down and breaks up his bow while 
the curtain slowly goes down to the bright breaking of 


the dawn). 
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THE FESTIVAL OF RED 


Once there was a festival of red 
To which there came 
The reds of all the earth and skies : 
The perfumed redness of a soft rose-bed, 
The mystic redness of a funeral flame, 
And the sad redness of a rabbit's eyes, 
The redness of a sunset-coloured peak, 
The live sweet redness of a baby’s cheek, 
The hard rich redness of a parrot's beak, 
The redness of warm fruit within a wood, 
The redness in the eyeballs of a dove, 
The lonely redness of a heart in love. 


But when the festival of red began, 
Outside a raving outcaste redness stood, 
It was the redness of the rage of man. 


Zoo 


Today I saw the azure skies 

Reflected in a monkey's eyes, 

And also in a fleckless dove's, 

And in a peacock’s and a deer's 

For all these myriad eyes are Love's 
Which sparkle through the dark of years. 


Today I thought I saw God start 
Flamelike within a tiger's heart, 

And saw Him like a splendour wake 
In the brown wriggle of a snake, 
And saw His old celestial smile 

In the grey-hearted crocodile, 

And for their feet I saw Him span 

A gold bridge in the heart of man. 
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Noon 


The noon a mystic dog with paws of fire 
Runs through the sky in ecstasy of drouth 
Licking the earth with tongue of golden flame 
Set in a burning mouth. 


It floods the forest with loud barks of light 
And chases its own shadows on the plains, 
Its Master silently hath set it free 

Awhile from silver chains, 


At last towards the cinctured end of day 

It drinks cool draughts from sunset-mellowed rills, 
Then chained to twilight by the Master’s hand 

It sleeps among the hills, 


THe Mystic BIRTH 


Deep-hidden in the heart of every deed 
Let there forever be 

The rich responsibility of seed 
Full of some future tree. 


Behind the veil of every word I speak 
Let there forever dwell 

The high-born silence of the mountain peak 
Under a twilight spell. 


Let me remember always every thought 
Which in me comes to birth 

Is the dim substance out of which is wrought 
Some future child of earth. 
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THIRST 
I want to know so much so much 
But J am so blind, so blind. 
I seek the hidden wonder of life, 
I seek but I never find. 


| The world of God moves ever onward 


Leaving us all behind. 


Why is there so much sorrow in love 
And why does the infant cry? 

Why does the wind wail wistfully 

As it sweeps across the sky ? 

Why is there such a mournful redness 
In the lone madman’s eye? 


Why does the lizard pounce on the moth 
And why does the heron seem 

Standing beside the edge of a lake 

A pale-plumed sorrowful dream ? 

Why does the hunter's arrow of silver 
Flash such a terrible gleam ? 


Why is there such a callous smile 
On the changing lips of a cheat? 
Why does the anklet sound so sad 
Round a youug bride's naked feet? 
Why is the light so dusky. yellow _ 
Of lamps in a city-street ? 


Why is the citron-breasted bird 
Nodding behind the bars ? 

Why does the toddy foam and wink 

In narrow-necked giant jars ? 

Why are prisons and mills at midnight 
Free to talk to the stars / 


I] want to know so much, so much 

Of this world: of pleasure and woe, 

Of life which is swift with joy for some 
And for some so sad and slow. 
Perhaps I will get to know the moment 


. J cease to want to know. 
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DEEPS | 
What do I seek beyond the golden edges of the earth ? 
Here is the Image clothed in light and mystery and fire. 
In conscious hours our restless human hands can bring to 
birth 
All that the spirit may desire. 


The glories of beyond are here, the destiny of skies 

Is being fulfilled on earth; the fate of every silver star 
Is hidden ina seed. A sudden vision in my eyes 
Plucks all the radiance from afar. 


Where do you wander, restless heart? All that you seek 
is born 
Each moment in you, though you know it not, since you 
are blind. 
See, I am clothed in regal gold and purple cloths of morn 
And mantled in the scented wind. 


THE CHAIN 
In the deep harmony which floods 
The star-enchanted space 
All harshness and all discord finds 
An honoured place. 
In the rose-crown which crowns Thy head 
Now on that Morn of morns, 
Thou hast assigned a regal place 
To piercing thorns. 


TRANSMUTATION 


He held the pride I conquered on His palm 
And changed its purple impulse to a calm 
And mellow glow born at the daylight’s close. 


The anger I withheld He sublimated 
And in a moment with deep joy created 
The redness of its impulse to a rose. 


Each time I curb a passion it is wrought 
Into a lovely thing within His thought 
Who loves us with a love that sees and knows. 
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POTENTIAL LIGHT 


Though man’s desire and ecstasy and love 

Be unsubstantial shadows slowly cast 

On the earth-ways, yet are they in the vast 

Of the solitary Dream He dreams above, 
Miraculous splendours. All things mortal are 
Immortal somewhere beyond flaw or fleck. 
What is today a pale and shadowy speck 

Of dust, tomorrow flames into a star. 


THE OLp DREAM 


Lost in the whirling tempest of the world 

We wander, sad at heart, and seem to lose 

Our hold on the blue silence of the soul 

Once known to us in glimpses. All our moans 
Echo and fill the lonely hollow heavens 

Which, in response, yield us a voiceless blue. 
We wander and grow weary till we cease 

To dream and ache for beauty. In our eyes 
The warm light pales into a sorrowful light 
And flickering for a moment fades away. 


But while we wander blindly, in our hearts, 

Beyond our knowing, a new light is born 

And a new aching for the beautiful 

And the old dream, which, though we cease to dream, 
Continues ever seeking a response 

In the sweet twilight of ephemeral things. 


IMAGE WORSHIPPERS 
We are all image-worshippers, since Thou 
Wert ever beyond quality and form, 
Strange, inconceivable, beyond the storm 
Of blind religious conflict. We endow 
Even in our deepest worship Thee with shape 
And symbol. Lo, between the man who kneels 
To a dumb image of unfeeling stone 
And him who prays in inwardness alone 
A sense of image-worship subtly steals 
From which our spirit cannot find escape 
‘Until we have out of all worship grown. 
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Weare all image-worshippers. We bathe 

A myriad forms of Thee in restless tears 

And Thou dost crown us with the crown of seers 
Close-measuring not our image but our faith. 


BEYOND THE VERGE OF TIME 


Our dreams and longings cover deeper dreams 
And longings in the silence far away. 

All things on earth, sweet winds and shining clouds 
Waters and stars and the lone moods of men 

Are cool green echoes of the voice that sings 
Beyond the verge of time. Between two cries 
Sounded on earth wakes the eternal fire 

Wherein the destiny of heaven is wrought : 

For what is heaven but the earth grown full 

And God but man unshadowed and afar ? 


— 


RIDGE OF INWARDNESS 


It is Thy silence which I listen to 
When a young bird goes singing in the blue. 





It is a mighty vision of the sky 
That I behold within a squirrel’s eye. 


The fragrance of Thy coming seems to flood 
Each little atom of the rainwet mud. 


‘Tis thus that I who am a trivial thing 
Am robed in gold and purple like a king. 


THE DarRK Eve 


The first cry of a mortal at his birth 

Is the mysterious symbol of your love. 
And each desire denied to him on earth 
Is a desire fulfilled above. 


Your hour of vision is his hour of strife... 
Earth is the shadow of your burning sky 
And all the agony of human life 

Is the rich darkness of your eye. 


es 
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MomeENT oF Sout 


We stand each moment on the shadowy verge 

Of rich discovery. The crystal urge 

Of unseen beauty and eternal mind 

Forever beats like restless wings behind 

The blindness of our bodies and the bars 

Of little selfhoods that deny the stars 

Access to warm inviolate founts of fire 

Glittering past the perishable desire 

Which serves them as pale fruit on which to thrive- 


Yet there are moments when the flesh alive 
As of a sudden toa white-flame beat 

Begins to break and blossom into sweet 
Celestial silences that clasp incurled 

The mad and wandering music of the world. 


Attuned to every speck of earth and sky 

We stand and in our beings catch the cry 

Of growing grass, the delicate noise of wings, 
Among the leaves, the throb of little things 
And each a priceless portion of our own 

Large growth, which knowing we become alone 
Re-lit with the pure flame that Deep to Deep 
Scatters to separateness in our dim sleep 

Of pains and pleasures--- 


What are we, alas ! 
But frozen shadows seen as in a glass 
Each moving to his cold self-builded tomb ? 
Pale-passioned spectres passing in the gloom 
Awhile into mere deadness and decay !-:- 
But, in eternal mood, the common clay 
Which stifles the immaculate flame within 
All suddenly doth of itself begin 
To be transformed into a lamp divine 
Meet for God's shaduwless mysterious shrine 
Shedding the soul like perfumed radiance. 
‘ Tis then. that visible beauty weaves its dance 
Stripped. ‘naked of its shadowy vesture till 
The fiery consciousness of stainless Will 
Consumes its form away : and then alone 
The soul to the vast silence makes her moan . 
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In which swift moment her sweet nakedness 
Wears midnight heaven like a starry dress 
And dawn-lit earth like a pale robe of flowers-:- 


Only for a pure while her myriad powers 

Unfold like magic visionary light 

Awaking everywhere a sense of flight 

Towards the single goal that all things seek-:-- 
The cloud, the mountain and the sunset streak, 
The coloured flowers, the crawling worms and we 
Companions on the road of destiny. 


Would that we could such glimpses catch and gild 
Our lifetime with their rapid gleams and build 
A calm and holy temple-house of truth 
Once and forever here, that the world’s youth 
Might worship in its silence age by age 
Until it grow into the perfect sage 
When He shall cease to hunger-:- 
But alas | 
Moments of soul like lightning-splendour flash and pass. 


THE EARTHEN GOBLET 


O silent goblet red from head to heel, 
How did you feel 

When you were being twirled 
Upon the Potter's wheel 

Before the Potter gave you to the world ? 


“T felt a conscious impulse in my clay 
To break away 
From the great Potter's hand that burned so warm, 
I felt a vast : 
Feeling of sorrow to be cast 
Into my present form. 


Before that fatal hour 
That saw me captive on the Potter's wheel 
And cast into this crimson goblet-sleep, 

I used to feel 
The fragrant friendship of a little flower 
Whose root was in my bosom buried deep. 
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The Potter has drawn out the living breath of me 
And given me a form which is the death of me. 
My past unshapely natural state was best 

With just one flower flaming through my breast.” 


CoMPANIONSHIP 


Perhaps you were a wayside flower 
Long, long ago in bygone years 

And I was just a passing shower 
Which fell on you but once like tears. 


Perhaps in some lost bygone age 

You were a blue night full of stars 

And [a lone bird in a cage 

Which felt your beauty through the bars. 


But conscious we have met on earth 
This time and loved like man and wife. 
How shall we meet in our next birth 
What shall we be in out next life? 


MYSTERY 


God made a flower through centuries of plan 
And ages of long labour 

And broke it goldly through the earth for man, 
His very ancient neighbour. 


Through centuries of pain He shaped a flower 
With so much wonder in it 

And with it He gave man the mournful power 
Of murdering that flower within a minute. 


THE Doe 
Once in a sudden angry mood — 
I kicked a dog and spoilt its play 
It sulked and went without its food 
The whole of that unhappy day. 


Then when the evening's eyes were red 
With shedding tears of burning gold 
The dog came to my door and said, 

** Master, the truth had best be told: 


Poems AND Plays -*" 93 


Your piteous lack of self-respect 
Which dared my self-respect to crush 
Has the rich manhood in you wrecked 
And made the great Creator blush.” 


RESCUE 


Just at the moment when the dry earth bowed 

In drought and felt its burning heart would burst 
You sent the faery slave of your first cloud 

With a grey jar of rain to quench its thirst. 


Just at the moment when my heart with pain 
Of a long silence thought its dreams would die 
You sent the faery minstrel of your rain 

To flood it with the music of the sky. 


THE DIFEERENCE 
A bird was sitting on a tree 
I shot it and it dropped and died 
It made no difference to me 
But in the heavens Some One cried. 


In idle sport all carelessly 
Upon a helpless worm I trod 
It made no difference to me 
But O the difference to God. 


UNIMPRISONMENT 
I feel so glad and pure and free 
Because the sunlight's bery] gleam 
Is glimmering on hill and tree 
And dancing on the stream. 


Because a yellow blossom splits 

Its dreaming bud and wakes to bloom 
Beside a yellow bird which sits 

And whistles on a tomb. 


Because the sky above has spread 
A blue-enamelled peacock tail 
Because the white clouds overhead 
Like swans in silence sail. 
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Because the vagrant breezes strike 
Weird tunes upon the forest's lyre 
And the whole forest pulses like 
A poem of green fire. 


I feel so glad and pure and free? 
A Flame is burning in my clay 
And a miraculous light in me 
Which cannot pass away. 


THE FATE OF FLOWERS 
Alas, alas, they are selling roses 
There in the crowded mart; 
Roses tender and burning and proud 
As the holiest dreams of the heart. 


Sweet flowers are plucked from their plots of birth 
(Who heeds their odorous cry ?) 

And shut in tomblike cases of glass 

For idle folks to bay. 


White jasmines deck for a little day 

The rich man’s hollow bow], 

The fate of the jasmine, the fate of the rose 
Is the fate of the human soul. 


PAIN 
O pain, I love the lonely wine-red-gleam 
Within your deep and ever-wakeful eyes : 
Old Arab in the lone tent of my dream 
Under the burning skies. 


Excess of ecstasy, immortal pain, 

Comrade of love, companion of desire, 

Lone Bedouin riding through life’s desert plain 
A camel of red fire. 


Most splendid traveller of eternity 

In whose first footfall all the world began, 
A holy Mecca in the heart of me 

Awaits your caravan. 
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WARFARE 


Life moves between a silence and a cry 

And we are caught between its flow and ebb. 
About the framework of a dead blue fly 

A spider weaves its wonder-world of web. 


A leaf-green lizard chases all the night 

Pale moths along the wall. A rapturous shriek 
Tears the hushed heart of dawn: a slaughterous kite 
Soars gaily with a chicken in its beak. 


Life moves between a silence and a cry 
And ceaselessly as the long days go by 
We pounce upon each other, you and I. 


SOLITARY 


How can I ever hope to be alone 

Amid this strange divine immortal crowd 
Of bird and flower and stone, 

Of tree and hill and cloud. 


Say, can I ever dream even in dream 
Of dwelling in high solitude apart 
From lovely things which stream 
Like poems through my heart? 


And yet 1 am most wondrously alone 
Amid this vast eternal lonely crowd 
Of bird and flower and stone, 

Of tree and hill and cloud. 


POWER 
Quietly to go on from day to day 
In silence picking up whatever flower 
We happen to discover on the way. 


Quietly to go on from day to day 
And with the solemn passing of each hour 
To find that we have less and less to say. 


Quietly to go on from day to day 
Between the morning's gold and evening's grey ; 
This is the secret of immortal power. 
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REST 
Many were the games we played 
In the body's house of clay: 
We have weary grown at last 
Of the hollow play. 


Shadows of forgetfulness 
Through the doors begin to creep. 
Comrade, we are tired and now 

It is time to sleep. 


Go.Lp, RED, AND BLACK 
Why is the field 


So gold, so gold? 
Because of the dreams 
Of a peasant old. 


Why is the flower 

So red, so red? 
Because of the blood 
The poor have bled. 


Why are the clouds 
So dark, so dark? 
Because the rich man 
Is void of the spark. 


SoNG OF THE TREE 


If I were a tree 

In a deep dark wood 
Then tall and straight 
T would have stood, 


Spreading my boughs 
And throwing my cool 
Ample shadows 

Over a pool ; 


Watching my branches 
In the stream’s heart 
Like crooked serpents 
Wriggle and dart. 
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If I were a tree 

In a dim blue glade, 

Two shy squirrels 

On me would have played 


At hiding and seeking, 
Then tired of play 
Have sat to a fruit-meal 
Golden and gay. 


If I were a tree 

I would have bowed 
Laden with seed 

To the deep rain-cloud, 


' And stood and thrilled 
Through the soft sweet hours 
Full of a fate 
Of unborn flowers. 


Voices or Love 
The wind which whistles in the tree 
Is calling, calling out to me 
And I would leave my work and go 
O Love! if only I could know 
Why it is calling out to me. 


The dim waves dancing on the sea 
Clap silver hands and call to-me 
And I would leave the earth and go 
O Love! if only I could know 
Why they are calling out to me. 


From a flower's heart a drunken bee 
Is calling, calling out to me 

And I would leave my world and go 
O Love! if only I could know 

Why it is calling out to me. 


Across my soul a voice so free 

Is calling, calling out to me 

And I would leave this clay and go 
O Love! if only I could know 
Why it is calling out to me. 


Poems ann Prays 


THE Sorrow oF BEAUTY 


Across the sands are spread 
Fishermen's nets: 

Dips the sun down 

Yonder and sets. 


Lake-water in the light 
Which slowly pales 
Laps while the wind 
Wistfully wails. 


On yonder tamarind 
A ruby bird 

Tries to pronounce 
Some ancient word. 


One by one the stars break 
Out of the skies 

As if God were 

Burning with eyes. 


Over long fields of rice 
Grey shadows go 
Solemn as dreams 
Solemn and slow. 


Grey rocks and tall trees 
Stand by the way 

They have so much 

So much to say. 


Everywhere, everywhere 
My footsteps turn 
Beauty I see 

Deathlessly burn. 


Yon blue cloud wanders by 
Trying to seek 

Its comrade with 

An orange streak. 


A flower glimmers out 
Of a pale bud, 
Odorous, sweet 

Poem of mud. 
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A butterfly round a bloom 
Hovers and hovers 

Full of the pain 

Of human lovers. 


And a worm sits upon 
A wayside stone 

As any king 

On any throne. 


Night in her motherhood 
Gives birth to morn. 

I thank my God 

That I was born. 


I thank the God who gave 
Me human birth 

To know the sad 

Beauty of earth. 


UNITY 


Where all is one there is no room for sorrow 
Nor for this gaudy myth of you and me: 
What we call yesterday, today, tomorrow 
Dies in the rose-depths of eternity. 


Where all is one there is no place tor narrow, 
Imprisonment within dividing bars: 

The wounded deer is wedded to the arrow 
The leper’s eyes are comrade to the Stars. 


RAIN AT NIGHT 


The rain is dripping dripping through the dark. 
Sweet fragrance rises from the rainwet earth: 
I think I almost hear each raindrop mark 

A blossom’s lovely birth. 


The tears are dripping dripping through the dark. 
Sweet fragrance rises from the body's earth: 
I think I almost hear each teardrop mark 

The spirit's lovely birth. 
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‘In rhythmical obedience to Him 

The sun dips down and all the world grows dim. 
In the calm lovely light behind the rocks 

A peasant homeward drives his dreamy ox. 

Both ox and peasant prison in their eyes 

One single I'ght reflected from the skies 

Which binds them through the mystery of clay 
Together in a silent mystic way. 
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Beside the river stands a river-goose 

As if it were all suddenly let loose 

Out of a twilight dream. The trees are still. 
A purple shadow spreads across a hill. 


The star of evening wonderful and white 
Dots the dim forehead of the coming night 
Above a crescent which is set afloat 

By angel hands like a pearl-carven boat. 
Fields in the fading light grow greyish green. 


All this, all this my ancestors have seen 
Through countless centuries and felt as I 

Feel on this day beneath this evening sky. 

Ah God, my God! this world of beauty only 
Makes this deep loneliness in me more lonely. 


INHERITANCE 


O weary brothers working in the mill 

Day after day, from dawn to dusk, until 

Your blood runs dry, skin cracks and flesh turns pale 
And life for you becomes a moarnful tale 

Of broken hopes, spent youth, monotonous moans ; 
You men who stand a-striking stubborn stones 
With bruised hard hands to earn a scanty meal, 
You labourers tied to the whirling wheel 

Of cold capitalists who all the while 

Watch your dumb labour with a callous smile, 

You starving women who with stealthy feet 

Move all night long like shadows in the street 

With troubled music in your hollow tread 

Waiting to sell your body's pear! for bread--- 
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Immortal ones! why do you dig your graves ? 
Why do you sell your freedom and turn slaves ? 
Why do you roam the world like beggarly things 
When you are free immortal queens and kings ? 
Refuse to let audacious walls of stone | 
Shut out from you the sky which is your throne 
Allow no one to chain your limbs to blind 
Red tyranny, but ride upon the wind 

As on a silver horse to starry spheres. 

Why do you weep? You were not made for tears, 
You were not made for sorrow, you who came 

Out of God's freedom with the starry flame 
Fashioned of stars and moonbeams, deathless kings 
Eternal monarchs of eternal things. 


An EVENING SKY 


How tender are the red persuasive gleams 
Of evening which flood 
The sky so still... 


Against it like a mighty monster dreams 
A rich man’s cotton mill 
Of poor men’s blood. 


How different is the red 
Which fills 


The evening sky 

From that of mills 
Where mouths are fed 
On blood-stained bread 
Where workers die 
Without being dead. 


One wonders why 
God in His plan 

Of perfect sky 

So pure, so still 
Included the first man 
Whno made a mill. 
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THE Lover 
I did not ask for you 
But You who dream of me above 
Opened your door of diamonded blue 


' And knocking stood at mine and begged for love. 


From you I tried to hide me 

But suddenly I found to my surprise 

My child who played with painted toys beside me 
Gazing at me with Your celestial eyes. 


FirE-Moop 


When in the mood of fire 
The spirit awoke 

All hunger and desire 
Passed like smoke, 


Like black smoke beyond 
Time and tears 

And a gleaming wand 
Touched the years 


Into a cool forgetting 

On the height 

Deep in the bosom letting 
Loose the light. 


All things burned and passed 
To nothingness 

Naught remained but vast 
God-caress 


Sky and earth became 
Drops, and then 

Passed like shadowy flame 
Beyond men. 


Since in the firee-mood cease 
Seeker and quest: 

And naught survives but peace 
Peace and rest. 
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IN THE SILENCE 
Over and over again I fall from the rose-red height 
And lie like a bleeding thing at the thorny base, 
When I would to God that the veils of a stern and star- 
less night 
Would hide away from the world my sorrowful face. 
But swifter than travelling arrow or wind or shooting star 
The dim thought flies and vanishes out of the heart 
For a kind voice cries again from the gleaming heights 
* You are 
Of the immortal Beauty a radiant part.” 


“ There is no sorrow or sin, no body that’s truly scarred 
And nothing is broken or bruised,’ so sings the Soul : 

* For there at the end in the silence all things are starred 
And wounded birds and blossoms and men grow whole.” 


THE Boat or DREAMS 


This eve I wandered far and far away 

In a dim boat of dreams, plying swift oars 

Of inwardness, and passed beyond the shores 
Of the last world, of the last night and day 
Until I reached the city of old sleep 

Where the lone ways are crowded with white peace 
And earth's innumerable flames that leap 

Die and its myriad moans of sorrow cease. 
And then I knew that time was but a lie 

And the vast world a blind voluptuous veil 
Of painted glories. All the earth and sky 
But idle wanderers in a poor tale 

And that the only truth at all was I 

Who in a boat of dreams set sudden sail. 


THE JOURNEY OF TIME 


A myriad ages gave Today its birth 

And now Today is taking leave of earth 

In grey tranquillity. Today! you seem 

To come and go as swift as any dream 

Or hope you bring for us. Farewell, Today ! 
In time's old chariot on your homeward way 
You go to meet within the shadowy deep 
Innumerable Yesterdays who keep 

Awake beyond the soul's unconscious sleep. 
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Time’s chariot-wheels run swiftly in the dark. 
The great sky crackles spark by starry spark 
Throughout your journey, when, in a new dawn 
Stars die, we wake and know that you are gone. 


O beautiful Today, you will be cast ! 

With the pure dawns and sunsets of the past 
Into an ancient world where bygone years 

Are dancing to the fall of human tears. 

And all we blindly deem long-dead on earth 
Stands endlessly along the edge of birth 
Beckoning in love to unborn things that are 
Their deathless comrades answering from afar. 


THE Cry or MAN 


The scarlet scorpion hid beneath a damp 

Grey stone in a great moment rose and said 

‘“‘Lo, He who feeds the red sun's wandering Jamp 
Has never failed to grant me daily bread.” 


The nimble serpent, nursling of the wood, 
Danced like a streak of sudden fire and cried 
“Lo, He who doles the moon her silver food 
My nourishment to me has ne’er denied.” 


“Who feeds the worms feeds us till we grow younger 
Year after year, day after day”’ the stars said 

But man behind his self-wrought prison- bars said 

‘* Behold, I die of hunger.” 


THE HARP 


No, I am not afraid. Your hands may strike 
Upon my body's harp 

At any time, whatever tune they like 

Be it a tune of poignant pain 
Sudden and sharp 

As a swift lightning streak through falling rain, 

Or of a sorrow cold and dull and slow 

Like a monotonous fall of mountain-snow. 
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Or, in a mood of kindness 
’ SS, you may pla 
A melody soft as the break of day an . 
Which wakens flower and bird. 
Play what you like, I will not say a word. 


Nay, do not think it strange: ° 
This body's harp has undergone a change 
And it is such 

That it has grown indifferent to your touch. 
It hardly matters now what tune you play 
Upon this quiet body's harp of clay. 


But should your touch disdain 

To waken melodies of joy and pain 

Upon its uncomplaining strings, my friend ! 
Then let all music end, 

I will not feel the shadow of a pang. 

No, Iam not afraid. Your hands may hang 
This harp between the dawn and evenfall 
Upon oblivion's grey-enshadowed wall. 


In separation's pain 
I will not call 
To you again. 
The lonely night may come 
And beg for music but I will be dumb. 
Yea, I will keep 
A huge unbroken silence as of sleep, 
Now that I am indifferent to your touch 
Which once I loved so much. 


DIVINE RHYTHM 


Stern are the laws which God has made, 
In holy pain He sat to make them. 
Poor mortal! are you not afraid 

To break them ? 


His hands are tender, soft and white 
When we obey His laws on earth 
‘Tis then in us a heavenly light 


Takes birth. 
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But when in blindness we infringe 
The laws to which His love has tuned us 
His hands take on a deep red tinge 

To wound us. 


COMRADES 


We journey on and on 
The lonely comrades of the dark who hold 
The far-off red 
Music of morning in our tread, 
While we go moving on towards a gold 
Fire-festival of dawn. 


We dare the steepest mountains and we climb 
The treacherous peaks of deep and lampless time, 
Weare not shaken 
By tempest blasts which blow their horns and waken 
The snaky lightning in a flame-bled tempest cloud. 


We are the proud 
The solitary comrades who have taken 
An oath to seek beyond the black of night 
The flaming rose of light. 


The solitary way which winds and goes 
Through the deep dark 
Is full of pointed thorns which wound our feet, 
But every thorn is only meant to mark 
The blood-red milage of a sweet 
Undaunted journey towards the secret Rose. 


THE STONE 


O tranquil woodland stone, 

Calm orange-coloured piece of the Alone ! 
Lone-lying and superb 

Beside a dream-pale violet-flowering herb 
Leaving the world behind 

To woods I came with a dejected mind 
Hoping awhile to gain 

A brief release from life's inordinate pain. 
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Now while I sit alone 

All suddenly I find you lit, O stone! 
You gorgeous orange lamp 

Of One who is an old immortal tramp. 


Under an open sky 

Without a word, without a moan you lie 
For hours and hours and hours 

Beside the swaying violet-coloured flowers 
Whose eyes are open sweet 

To guard you lying silent at their feet. 


You never say a word 

When the dim shadow of a flying bird 

Stains fora fleeting while 

The ceaseless glow of your ascetic smile. 

You are so still, so firm 

E’en when across you crawls a woodland worm ;, 
And you in rain and storm 

Preserve a mystic poise within your form. 

You never grow afraid 

When lightning flashes o'er you like a blade. 
You stir not even when 

You hear the footfalls of unfeeling men 

Who come with callous dart 

To pierce peace-loving creatures through the heart. 


WAYFARING 


Iam a tireless traveller 

Who tread the burning way 

From golden breaking of the dawn 
To silver end of day. 


I know not in what quest I go ; 

I only know that I 

Am just a hungry speck of dream 
And just a lonely cry. 


I fix my eyes upon some sweet 
Inevitable goal, 

Each stone which wounds me on the way 
Strikes music in my soul. 
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The world-deserting wanderer’s way 
Is difficult and long, 

But of his silent weariness 

God makes His gayest song. 

I am a tireless traveller 

Who tread the burning way 

From golden breaking of the dawn 
To silver end of day. 


VIGIL 


Keenly alive to all the pain you give 

In a deep silence like a flower I live 

Turning my face towards each cloud of pain 
And thirsting for its soul-refreshing rain. 
Strange lover of my life ! I never tire 

Of being scorched in your relentless fire 

Since every time I burn I only rise 

Like a white cloud of incense to the skies. 
Behold, I bare my bosom unafraid 

For you to gash with your sword’s cleansing blade 
Knowing that every scarlet wound but lights 
The roadway for your wandering feet at nights, 
Since only in the dark you come to meet 

The one you wound, O wonderful and sweet, 
The one who ever loves to wake and weep 
Lest he forget love’s agony in sleep. 


RETURN 


Out of the holy agony of thought 

For you this endless beauty I have wrought : 

Green starlight on the waters half-aswoon, 

A lonely cloud gliding across a moon, 

A bird in twilight whistling in a wood, 

Soft dewdrops bound in limpid brotherhood, 

A yellow flash of suntise in the sky, 

A wayside flower which glimmers like an eye, 

A scarlet plum which almost seems to bleed 
Upon its stem, 
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A rose-encinctured fly on a still reed 
Beside a silent eve-impearled pool, 

The lambent mystery within a gem, 

And for these lovely things enough for Me 
If you but feel that they are beautiful. 


WANDERER 


I've trod the solitary way and known 

The hurt of piercing thorn and pointed stone ; 
Chanting a song of faith I've journeyed on 
In the deep dark towards some far-off dawn. 
I have lit sorrow’s lantern in the night 

And bravely journeyed in its lurid light 
With but my shadow as a comrade by 
Under a starless blankly-staring sky. 

I have not said a word nor uttered moan 

But in deep silence journeyed on alone 
Knowing full well our mortal footsteps beat 
To the white rhythm of immortal feet 

For lo,wayfaring feet forever mark 

An epoch for the god-light in the dark. 


DETAILS 


Sure, there's eternity in all that’s done 

On earth between the dawn and setting sun: 
The silent goldsmith beating out his gold 

To beauty in the fire ; the peasant old 

Sowing his fleld ; the weaver at his loom 
Weaving in joy; and in a narrow room 

The cobbler shaping shoes ; beside a rock 

The cowboy whistling gaily while his flock 
Feeds in the sun ; some labourer's young daughter 
Dipping her pitcher in the clear blue water ; 
The poet writing songs ; the ragged sweep 
With a lean broom clearing a rubbish-heap : 
These are eternal acts performed in time 
Through which the host of ageless angels climb 
To the pure hush beyond the stars and reach 
To One who is beyond all act and speech. 
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TOLL 
(To my child Ramakrishna, scalded on the 25th Nov.'26) 


Be patient, child ! all pain is but the toll 

We pay to pass from body into soul : 

For at the toll-gate of our each desire 

Stands One with ruthless flag of scarlet fire 

And waves it when we pass, and blocks the way 
And does not let us pass until we pay. 


All pain is but the toll which He who stands 
At the toll-gate of human life demands, 
From morning until evening see Him wait 
With His red fag or lantern at the gate. 

All day and night without a moment’s pause 
In stern obedience to eternal laws 

Relating to the lonesome road which all 
Must take between the dawn and even-fall. 


QUESTIONING 


Who knows what we shall be when we are dead ? 
O does the soul survive or is it shed 

Like the faint odour of a garden-flower 

Which yields its sweetness but one little hour ? 


When we have breathed our final mortal breath 
And our eyeballs are dimmed and glazed in death 
Does our soul vanish like the last blue spark 

Of a child’s rocket dropped into the dark ? 


Do we grow to a grey unconscious vast 
Eternal blank wherein no gleam is cast ? 
Into a dark immeasurable deep. 
Suspended sea of nothingness and sleep? 


When we are dead who knows what we shall be---? 
We may become the branches of a tree, 

Winds or white lotuses upon a stream, 

Soft twilight-haze, clouds or a peasant's dream. 
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We may grow to great ricefields, evening light, 
Sweet eyes of village babes asleep at night, 
The freshness of the meadows after rain, 
Cattle, or courtyards spread with golden grain. 


Who knows? We may become when we are dead 
The labourer's pipe of leaf, his humble bed, 

The fire of village hearths, a winnowing fan, 

Or the pure music of some village-man. 


TWILIGHT 


The twilight fills the world with misty gold. 
The cowboys drive the cattle to their fold. 

The trees are full of sleep, the birds have furled 
Their wandering wings in a weird twilit world. 
The fishes in the depths of silent streams 

Lie noiseless in a twilit gloom of dreams. 

With his pale wand the wizard twilight yields 
A hush of faery splendour to the fields. 

A tremulous and solitary mouse 
'Nibbles at corn in a poor farmer's house. 
Across the narrow village-path a great 

Black serpent spreads its shadowy hood like fate. 
The bats are flitting in the twilight pale 

As though let loose from some lone faery tale. 
Two grey owls perched upon a shaggy tree 
Hoot to the thin white crescent mournfully © 
While evening like a miser strange and old 

In secret coffers hoardes the twilight’s gold. 


BETWEEN. | 
Who knows what mighty dreams He dreams 
Between a glow-worm’'s two swift gleams? _ 


What songs of love by Him are reckoned 
Between a bird's first cry and second? 


What boundless peace He shares with the mother 
Between one cry of her child and.another, . 
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- SHapows 
Everything 


Under the sun 
Casts a shadow 
Grey or dun. 


At noon strange shadows 
Sombrely brood 

Like lone wizards 

In a still wood. 


Under the stars 

Pale shadows peep 
Out of the graveyard 
Where the dead sleep. 


At night the street-lamps 
In a long street 

Cast lean shadows 

Forth from their feet. 


Under the moon 
Weird shadows fall 
Over the trees 

And the garden wall. 


Shadows at sunrise, 
Shadows at night... 
My pen casts a shadow 
Now while I write. 


Joy casts a shadow 
We call it sorrow. 
Today with its dreams 
Is a shadow tomorrow. 


But deep in the heart 
Eternally blows 

A holy inviolate 
Shadowless Rose. 


Where under the moon 
And under the sun 
Wanders the donely 
Shadowless One. 


Cry AND SILENCE 


We move on crowded ways yet seem 
Each one to seek a goal apart : 

The Dreamer dreams His single dream 
When the dream-hosts have left our heart, 


Lo, in the sudden silence slips 
Somewhere a flower out of a stone. 
The restless cry upon our lips 

Is the calm silence on His own. 


RENUNCIATION 


When the blood-red sun had in the grey west sunken 
Storm-clouds in a massy heap 

Lowered in the heavens and the night was drunken 
With storm-darkness rolling deep. 


Out of the storm-dragon’s mouth the lightning rolled 
Vomiting a spume of gold, 

A monstrous tongue of fire which licked and lashed the 
Into swift and swirling motion. [ocean 


O’er the curling billows in a whirling sweep 
Rose a multitudinous gale 
Storm-intoxicated, mad, devoid of sleep. 


On that night of terror and of tempest, I 
Set a-float 

On the clamourous sea cloven with tempest-cry 
This body's solitary boat. 


Overhead the storm-god struck his thunder-note 
On his monster-drum of sky. 


What a perilous voyage, what a night of dread | 
What fierce tempest-clouds collected overhead 
Belched what gold which deepened to what angry red. 


But the boat has spread 
A white and fearless sail 
Against the sky veiled in a jet-black fire-hemmed veil. 
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Like the white pinion of some sudden halcyon-dream 
There you see it glide and gleam 
On the waters to whose wildness it is wed. 


Lo, it voyages in silence on and on, 
Who can tell towards what strange unearthly dawn ? 


Can you see that little light 
Bravely laughing through the deluge-driven night? 


In their fiery orgies, drunken with dark liquor 
How the storm-gods reel while darkness gathers thicker. 
The billows swell and rise and fall, the winds blow loud: 
Rudra's restless music rolls from every cloud, 
But the little boat-flame burns without a flicker. 
Bleeding blasts are blowing and destruction rides 
On the snorting blue-black horses of the tides. 
In the elemental clang the boat is tossed 
But it never can be lost 
Since a calm invisible helmsman steers and guides 
That lone boat under the heavens lightning-crossed, 


There's a festival of peace beyond the deep 
Storm-enswollen ocean-sweep. 

There's a festival of lights beyond the stark 

Staring, drunken, naked, deluge-riven dark 
And that little daring bark 
Spreads a flamelike fieckless white 
Sail in this huge howling night 

And goes swiftly speeding on alone and brave 
On the clouded clanging wave 

Towards that festival with its one daring light. 


A Warter-Co.Loun PAINTING 


Day after day 
Through the long window bars 
I have watched daylight slowly melt away 
Into a dream of stars. 


And I have watched grey squirrels run 
(God's finger-marks upon their back) 
Through bright woods in the sun, 
A sudden sound of bird-wings crack 
With the swift rhythm of a'single wing 
Deep in the deepest heart of everything. 
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O! ave vainly tried to sing 
In broken rhymes 
More than a lakh of times. 


These multitudinous raptures which are one 
When the last song of the last poet is done. 
Across the heavens grows a deep 
And vacant blueness like a sense of sleep. 
There in the distant fields 
An earth-brown peasant stands 
While the shy earth in utmost silence yields 
Her beauty to his hands. 
And on the long Jone sands 
Of the far river-reach, pale water-birds 
Flutter their wings and fly 
Crying their hollow cry, 
Half-sleepily the river calls the sky. 
While evening shadows creep, 
O how shall I 
Sing such deep loveliness of things in words ? 


And yet in me 
Without my knowing broods the mystery 
Between the dark and light, 
Between the day and night. 
The long-necked water-crane with orange beak 
Yon deep blue river-streak, 
The pointed boat, casting a shadow on 
A broken oar beside it, lies 
Dreaming upon the shore from dusk till dawn, 
The myriad jewelled splendour of the aia 
All these have passed 
Through the two little openings of my eyes 
Into the heart of me 
Changing into the vast 
And paradisal part of me 
Why need I sing at all who hold 
. The old 
Silence and light, music and flight in me, 
Which ail things come to seek : 
The hoary headed mountain peak, 
The. pale gold morning gleam, the ere red 
evenirig streak, 
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The wind which plays upon the lone harp of a tre 
The cloads enshadowed in a dusky freely . 
All these discover 

Their sustenance in me who am their lover, 


Dusk 


The dayligl:t folds her fiery yellow wings 
Behind the violet-shadowed hills afar. 

From heights of peace some secret poet flings 
On dusky streams the poem of a star. 


Deep in my soul the voice of silence lulls 

My heart of pain, my earth-enchanted eyes. 
Through the dim-purpled dusk my listening pulse 
Throbs to the music of the dreamy skies. 


The sky, the silence and the dusk are mine 
Since they are Thine and Thou art mine in love. 
Ah God, my heart is turning crystalline 

Seeing Thee play at crystal stars above. 


CAPTIVITY 


I pity you, pale cloud of red ! 

You are a captive slowly led 

Across the vast and voiceless sky 

By some stern law, you know not why. 


I pity you, cold evening star | 

I pity you, because you are 
Imprisoned like a spot of light 
Throughout the lonely hours of night. 


I pity you, dark forest-boughs 

With captive-sorrow on your brows! 
Since all your sap you needs must draw 
From some inviolate rhythmic law. 

O bird and rain, O stone and tree ! 

You are not fetterless like me 

_Who have been, since the world began, 
Iteelf the rhythmic law.called man. 
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RECAPTURE 


If you should suddenly be taken 
From my life, I would not weep 
Wondrous loneliness would waken 
In my waking and my sleep. 


And would deepen to a mellow 
Beauty and a deeper cry. 

Yellow fields would turn more yellow 
“Neath a deeper-coloured sky. 


Deeper meaning would begin to 
Be unfurled in stone and flower 
And my lonely life grow into 

A superb celestial power. 


I would grow into the rapture 

Of all things and breathe their breath 
And through them O Love ! recapture 
You from the dim sleep of death. 


SUPPOSE 


Suppose all suddenly death's shadow came 
Between our lives and severed me from you, 
All trace of me lost in the master flame 

Of one lone tuneral-hour, what would you do ? 


“I would live out my natural earthly span 
Of life and fill the spaces of the years 
With the high music of a lonely man 
And the great silence of a fate of tears. 


I would grow beautiful and calm and wise 
Because you ever ioved all beauty, all 

Calmness and wisdom... Then the earth and skies 
In a vast loneliness to me would call 


Moment to moment, till I felt you beat 
Everywhere, in the suh and tree and rain 
And God would clothe Him in your winding-sheet 


To meet me in my pilgrimage of_pain.” 
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The glow worm's mellow gleam 
Red moons that fall and rise, 

The silver-wandering stream 

And ample golden skies 

Will prove at best enchanting lies 
The moment that the light of dream 
Deserts these eyes. 


“O what have you to offer me ?" I cried 
To Life half-veiled in changing mystery 
When like a distant echo she replied 
In jest, ““O what have you to offer me ?”’ 
3 


Are you already weary of your load ? 
Be calm, my friend ; 
For you have still to find the road---... 
Escape ? Ah no! You've got to reach the end. 
4 


A thing of beauty is not joy but sorrow 

Which we have inly felt in deeper hours. 

Each day that dawns rose-red and gold, tomorrow 
Is buried with its sunsets and its flowers. 


REALISATION 
A dream is mine which nothing can destroy... 
With a hushed heart I feel thee everywhere; 
Deep art thou hidden in the depths of joy 
And darkly hidden in the heart’s despair. 


Thou art the pang of unfulfilled desire 

And the fulfilment of the hope of earth. 

Thou art the mystic redness of the pyre, 

The haunting mystery of human birth. 

Thou art the wind, the water, and the sky, 
The mud, the shadow, and the worm thou art. 
And thou the cruel note of every cry 

And then the gorgeous silence of the heart. 
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UNIVERSE 


I knew you long before the world began, 
Before the rich creative impulse ran 

Into the dust and from its dumb grey span 
Wrought you into a woman, me into a min. 


While yet the heavens felt a starry dearth, 
Before the first Spring broke in glad red mirth, 
Before the first leaf quickened on the earth 
Image of deathless love! in me I felt your birth, 


Your eyes more tender than the evening light, 

Your forehead calmer than a mountain height, 

Your tresses darker than a moonless night, 

These, ere the world was born, were knowledge to my sight. 


And in the silver moment when we kissed 
Beyond that time when time did not exist 

Water and wind, music and fire and mist 
Glimmered in a great world of gold and amethyst. 


Time like a river rippled into hours, 

Sweet colours played at hide-and-seek in flowers, 

And deep blue peacocks glittered in the showers 

And everywhere sprung up strange palaces and towers. 


When we two atoms touched and loved and cried 
The woodlands burst in Autumn's purple pride, 
Deer leaped out of the darkness dreamy-eyed 
And Beauty in her mystic cave forgot to hide. 


WISTFULNESS 
Today a pale green light 
Dreams in the evening sky. 
My heart is sad and weary, 
I wonder why. 





Two children sit and play 
Outside at king and queen. 
They seem to be carven 
Of the sky's green. 
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I sit alone amid 

The solitary gloom 

Which spreads like dim repentence 
Within the room. 


Through the square window-panes 
Of the windows shut 

I see crows flying homeward 

Over a hut. 


And in the faint green hush 
Three plaintive plantain trees 
Beckoning like dim phantoms 
In the chill breeze. 


Star-studded night again 
Comes earthward from afar, 
But there's a night within me 
Which knows no star. 


A VISION FLASH 


I see not, yet I see 

T am the earth, the sky, 
And I whom you call me 
Am something more than I. 


I burn with hidden strength, 
I flame with hues and songs, 
O Love, until at length 
To me, to me belongs 


The kingdom of the spheres 
Through myriad ages whirled. 
I am the Seer of seers, 

The moulder of the world. 
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WHEN THE Fire Dies 


Nay, it is but a shadow thrown 

On earth by One upon the height 
Which heralds for our hearts a lone 
Blue harvest of autumnal light. 


O hush hush hush, these barren hours 
Which weigh upon life’s quiet tree 
Will sprout into a hundred flowers , 
Without your knowing, suddenly... 


But then again a silence deep 

Will lie upon you like a wing 

Until these flowers from their sleep 
Grow to a fruit-awakening. 


And from the fruit the seeds again 
Will fall into the deep dumb earth 
And after lonesome months ot pain 
Resume their cyclic dance of birth. 


‘Tis thus eternally He throws 
Death like a shadow from the height 
While deep within our being grows 
The living blue autumnal light. 


THE VANQUISHED ATHEIST 


The brooding light upon the mountain-peak, 
Vast peacock clouds which dance in the still eve, 
Red moonbeams, yonder bird with yellow beak, 
And silver seas that heave, 

Spring’s laughter and the golden Autumn-mist, 
The wistfulness of daylight taking leave : 

These wage long war with the lone atheist. 


O what a gentle enemy is God 

Who stabs us with the dagger of a star, 

Wounds us with flowers that His sure weapons are, 
And brands us with the sunset’s flaming rod, 

Who conquers us with kind persuasive greys 

And plaintive golds of twilight, overpowers 

Our hearts with beauty, shoots His arrowy showers 
From the bent rainbow till the blind soul prays. 
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Divine DARK 


Put out the lamps and let their light 
Dwindle to its last feeble spark. 

It is the hour of inward night 

And all within my soul is dark. 
Now, Lord, I fain would be alone 
Until this fiery darkness ends, 
Since of a sudden I have grown 
Beyond the need of kindly friends. 
Veiled by the little lights of earth 
Your idle mocking laughter runs, 
But, know, my inner night is worth 
A myriad of your glittering suns. 





HOMEWARD 


The setting sun hung like a gong of gold 
Behind the mountains old. 

A lonely sound said to the sun, “TI long 
To go back to my gong.’’ 

The setting sun flamed like a flower of gold 
Behind the mountains old. 

“T crave," cried perfume to the sunset hour 
“To go back to my flower." 

The sunset stretched like a great shore of gold 
Behind the mountains old. 

A boat cried to the sun, “Give me an oar 
To ply me to my shore.” 





SOCIETY 
I caught a sudden passing glance 
Of men and women tired and pale. 
Society is a painted dance 
Of skeletons behind a veil. 


THE CHASE 
Methinks that at the moment of my birth 
A loneliness was born upon the earth 
And with it an eternal Lover's cry 
That echoes even now from sky to sky. 
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The lonely voice of One who wanders far 
Seeking some long-lost friend from star to star. 
This rhythmic loneliness is everywhere 

In the dark rustling forests and the bare 


Majestic mountains and the mournful sea 
Because of this vast loneliness in me 

Who seek some strange elusive One who seems 
To tread alone behind my troubled dreams. 


Spirit HINDRANCES 


Between our waking and our sleep 

Our thoughts like red-eared monkeys leap | 
From tree to tree in restless mirth 

Feeding on luring fruits of earth. 


Between our waking and our sleep 

Our thoughts like shadowy muskdeer leap. 
The source of perfume lost, they roam 

In futile search away from home. 


Between our waking and our sleep 

Our thoughts like sleepy serpents creep 
And while cold winds around them rave 
Cast shadows on the body’s grave. 


ANCESTORS 


My ancestors are dreaming dreams in me, 

This melody of love and youth and tears 

Is but an echo of the melody 

They chant even now beyond a thousand years. 


When from the crowded ways I move apart 
Silent ancestral seers I seem to meet 
Treading the lonely roadway of my heart, 
The rhythm of my footfalls in their feet. 


I, too, will be an ancestor some day 
And dream my dreams and sing my songs 
through some 
Being a thousand future miles away, 
One of the million poets yet to come, 
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And hence I need to make my life a pure 
And lovely thing, since all of it belongs 
To one who will grow hungry to endure 
In some far century of dreams and songs. 


SonG or BEES 


Summer bees ! 

Little Jambent ecstasies 

Wrought in delicatest amber, 
How you cling and clasp and close 
Around a rose, 

How you clamber 

Nectar-hearted blossomed trees 
Summer bees ! 


Summer's tiny tremulous heart-throbs |! 
Of your body every part throbs 

For sweet showers 

Sleeping in the depths of flowers. 
Though your wings in flight are blind 


And the hunger in you is dumb, 

Yet within your silent mind 

Full of ancient wisdom 

The nectarous flower you seek and find. 


Night and morn 
You hum beyond our mortal woes 
“For every thirsty bee that's born 
Is born a honey-hiding rose." 


INTERIM 


Grey squirrels on their boughs, pink water-cranes 
Along the water's edge, white-coated sheep 
Upon a hill, blue peacocks in the rains 

Are born between God's waking and our sleep. 


The outcaste driven from his parent's doors, 

Men toiling like dumb beasts and babes who weep, 
The ragged beggar, women turned to whores 

Are born between our waking and God's sleep. 
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DESTINY 


Between the shadow and the light we tread 

Innumerable ways. The dim control 

Of perfect guidance sways us. We are led 
Through loud long alleys to the silent goal. 


Our blind unconscious feet are ever shod 
With shadowy plumes flecked here and there with gleams. 
The wisdom-haunted mystery of God 

Glows like a lamp amid our shattered dreams. 


Between the shadow and the light we go 
Creatures of sleep forgetfulness and sorrow, 
Our footsteps beating to the solemn, slow 
Music of yesterday, today, tomorrow. 


ETERNAL BEAUTY 


O white Serenity, sweet Light of lights | 

Why do you stand alone, unknown, apart 
Behind the crowded hues of heaven and earth, 
Veiled by innumerable days and nights 

And by the twilight veils of death and birth 
And by the little darkness of my heart? 

O majesty of Whiteness ! a bird’s wing 

Which flashes idly on a day of Spring, 

An orchard-peacock’s shadow, or the pale 
Glimmer of a shy glow-worm, or the green 
Shimmer of a young grass-blade comes between 
Thee and my vision like a jealous veil. 

Alas, why does this blue and gold and green 
Of things step in between 

Thee and my sight, O beautiful Unseen ? 


Nay, nothing veils the loveliness of Thee ! 
Moment to moment, lo, Thou art revealed: 
The circumambient skies 
Bluely express Thy lone infinity, 
Thy bounteous nature glimmers in the field, 
Thy heart beats in the stars, thy laughter glows 
In the dawn’s liquid laughter-break of rose, 
Thy words are formed into white clouds which sail, 
Thy silence finds its voice in the world’s cries, 
All things in earth and heaven slowly yield 


/ 
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Thy frank and open loveliness, O seen Unseen ! 
Naught other comes between 

Thee and my vision like a burning veil 

Than the strange fear of splendour in my eyes! 


CLoup-PLAYER 
Turbaned in a silver cloud 
With his head in rapture bowed 
O'er His harp of rainy days 
God, the ancient Player, plays. 

. A crowd of trees in silence stands 
Beating time with rhythmic hands. 
They are guests who come to greet 
Earth to heaven wedded sweet. 


On the million strings of rain 

Lo, the Player plays again 

Woven to a tune of showers 
Bridal songs of flames and flowers. 





THE GAME 


When the red day was dying 

I heard a leper crying. 

When stars like flowers came sprouting 
I heard a madman shouting. 

When the white moon came springing 
I heard a harlot singing. 

When all the world was sleeping 

I heard a woman weeping. 

At holy, crimson dawning 

I heard a drunkard yawning. 


Out of the light of day 
I heard God calmly say 
“Such is the game I play.” 





At DAYBREAK 
In yon wild woods the bright birds chirp and cheep 
While the shy light of dawn on shadowy ways 


Comes with her pale sweet colours from the deep 
Ocean of darkness foaming into days. 
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The dreamy dewdrops from the branches drip 

In slow and slender music through the air. 
Between the luminous boughs they slide and slip 
To glittering globes of diamond everywhere. 


From branch to branch the news of dawn has spread. 
A crowd of crows moves dark against the mellow 
Mute dawn whose footfalls echo into red 

Music of light, soft tunes of green and yellow. 


The woodlands wake and worship in the light. 
Frail insects through the dim grass crawl and creep. 
All nature knows that the still stars of night 

Weary with watch have tumbled into sleep. 


A sudden splash of splendour in the east. 
The gay sun rises youthful as of old, 

And like a king comes to a fiery feast 

Robed in his royal garments wrought in gold. 


Another day begins, the deafening din, 

The storm, the stress, the struggle and the strife. 
Yet Nature past our sorrow and our sin 

Works out the perfect meaning of her life. 





THE ETERNITY OF FLEETING THINGS 


Ephemeral glories of the world I love 

Who perish at the moment of your birth ! 
Fire-bordered clouds which fade away above, 
Green-dancing flame of trees that die on earth; 
Pale rings of rainbow, rose-enamelled streaks 
Of sunset, silver daybreak in the skies, 

Clear diamond dewdrops glinting on the grass, 
Soft angel colour in a baby’s cheeks, 

Large endless wonder in a mother's eyes 
Eternally appear and change and pass, 

But with the waking silence of my heart 

I capture their eternal counterpart. 


THE STONE 


O little lonely stone 

Lying on the roadside ? 
What a world of silence 
In your heart you hold ! 


“Immensities of hunger 
Within your small grey form | 
The Maker has imprisoned 
A conscious giant in you. 


The careless passerby 

Brushes you aside 

With his foot 

How little knowing 

That if you broke your vow 

To the Maker to lie quiet 

You could burst your ancient bonds 
And free the giant in you : 
To whirl him into atoms 

And beat him to a shadow ! 


A Dawn DREAM 


The pale white stars aré gone | 

A blue dawn lights between the boughs, 
An exquisite blue summer dawn 
Which makes me hold my breath::- 

The birds with sweetest singing rouse 
The drowsy earth-:- 

As night is rhythmical like death 

So dawn is rhythmical like birth 


How many dawns appear and fade, 
How many dawns of splendour made 
Out of the alchemy of night; 

Who made the night made sorrow too 
But at the end of both a blue 
Inevitable burst of light. 


NEELGIRIS 


The mist is on the mountain and the breeze 
Is playing silver music in the trees. 
_The pale blue stones are silent in the shy 
Rose-silver light which streams out of the sky. 
.Yonder I see a dark red hill of mud 

With here and there 3x bletel which steres like blood 
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And here and there bright flowers in its caress, 
Pieces of gorgeous yellow suddenness 

Which hold the sight a captive. Blades of grass 
Beckon and call you softly as you pass. . 
There, as you climb the lonely winding steep 
You hear the voice of one who dare not sleep 
Until the voice of Him from tired skies 
Command the wakeful one to close its eyes. 

That ever wakeful one, the waterfall 

Whose tinkling life is an incessant call 

To a white fleckless flower which grows beside 
Its silver edge like a celestial bride. 

Down in the valley far and far away 

Slumbers a stab of water silver-grey 

Behold, a lonely cloud you see above 

Goes wandering like one who is in love 

Grown inarticulate and lone and pale 

With longing for a face behind a veil. 


I am like everything that I behold, 
AllthatIseeIam. The delicate gold 

Mist on the mountain top, the breeze which blows 
Like liquid music through the trees, the rose 
Splendour of heaven and the pale blue stones, 
The wound-red hill which silently enthrones 

Gay yellow blooms and blades of grass which nod 
Drunk with the gorgeous ecstasy of God. 


I am the ever-wakeful one who keep 

My promise to the heavens and never sleep 
But tumble tumble tumble in a sheet 

Of drunken silver at a white flower's feet. 

I am the stab of water silver-grey 

In the dim-spreading valley far away, 

And lo, I am the voiceless cloud aboye 
Wandering alone like one in love 

Grown absent-minded, inarticulate, pale 
With longing for a Face behind a veil. 
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THE BALANCE 


Have you not learned as yet 
Through sad unnumberef years 
The reason why your eyes are-wet 
With tears? 
Earth cries in pain 
Of sweet innumerable unbornflowers 
And that is why the raincloud sheds its rain 
In showers. i 
It is the calling of a leaf 3 
Lone lily through the labourittg dark of birth 
Which brings about the me of a leaf 
To earth. oe 
Through the deep nighEOE years 
ome lone voic Sie 


And that is why your z 
Are wet with tes 
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CONTINUANCE 


Out of the high-born silence slips 

This utterance from the poet's lips : 
‘My soul is crying out aloud 

In every tree, in every cloud. 

My soul is crying wide and far 

In every stream, in every star, 

My soul's cry is the ancient cry 

Which fills the silence in the sky. 

My soul's cry is the cry of old 

Which paints the ricefields green and gold. 
Red is the ruby all because 

My soul cries out without a pause. 

My soul cries echoing in each spark 

Of glow-worm-emerald in the dark. 

My soul's eternal cry of love 

Has shaped the musk-deer and the dove. 
My soul's celestial cry of pain 

Has wrought the moonlight and the rain. 
My soul's immortal cry of birth 

Has lit soft splendours on the earth. 
The world goes on, I have no doubt, 
Because the soul in me cries out. 
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PEACOCK 


Deep in a dream I once became 

A peacock of strange shadowy hues 
Which burned upon him flame on flame 
Of greens and purples, golds and blues. 


Beside him sat his lonely mate 

On life’s resplendent garden-wall. 

He murmured. ‘Of all fates the fate 
Of painted things is worst of all. 


O Love, this shadowy fire consumes 

My body into dull decay 

And all these gorgeous gleaming plumes 
Are but the playthings of a day. 


But like all other things, behold ! 
I hide beneath my gaudy death 
Of evanescent green and gold 
An inextinguishable breath 


Which cleaves like white immortal fire 
The passing pride of painted plume, 
The myriad peacock-hued desire 
Which hungers in the body’s gloom.”..-. 


The peahen gave a peevish nod 

And said, “ What though a fleeting thing 
I yet prefer the body's gaud 

And its voluptuous colouring 


To that white flame you call the breath 
Whose life is chaste and infinite-+- 
Richer I count a gorgeous death 

Than life which has no hues in it.” 


THE CAUSE 


Because I did 

A thing I should not as a man have done, 
A grey cloud hid 

The warm life-giving sun. 

For days and days the ceaseless rain 
From heaven tumbled, 

The lightning flared, the thunder rumbled, 

The peasants heard the earth complain 
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“ This year { am in 
A state of famine, 
The heavy showers have spoilt my grain!” 


Then one by one the huts of peasants crumbled. 


The land was full of widowhood, 
The children cried 
In hunger, and the women sold 
Their bodies for a little gold 
With which to buy them food. 
There was a scarcity of daily bread 
Red Famine fed 
Upon the pale innumerable dead, 
And all because 
I sinned against one of God's numerous laws! 


MASTERSTROKE 


I sat beside the silent lake 

Beneath the evening's blue and gold 
And felt my spirit rise and make 
Obeisance to its Love of old. 


All quietly I sat and heard 

The myriad voices ot the broad 
Green fields, and saw a saphire bird 
Pass like a fiery glimpse of God. 


Across my silent dreaming broke 
A twinkling blossom like an eye. 

God's little crimson masterstroke 
To wake in me an ancient cry. 


FORGIVENESS 


Each moment things forgive you. All your hours 
Are crowded with rich penitence unknown 

Even to you. Shot birds and trampled flowers 
And worms that you have murdered with a stone 
In idle sport---yea, and the well whose deep 
Translucent green and solitary sleep 

Yon stirred, into, harsh wrinkles with a stick. 

Red mud that you have bound into a brick, — 
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Old wood that you have wrought into a barque, 
Flame in the street lamp held to light the dark 
And fierce red rubies chiselled for a ring... 

You are forgiven each hour by everything 
Around you for transgression---Kneel, poor clod |! 
And render thanks in burning tears to God. 


AFTER-SUNSET 


A soft breath blows from the mouth df the south 
And a gold throb beats in the breast of the west 
And the soft grey shadows take birth on the earth 
And the young stars break to a cry in the sky. 


I hear the shrill croaking of frogs in the bogs 

While the heavens are wrapped in the shroud of a cloud, 
Lo, over the tree-tops the lightning is bright’ning 

And the moments are broken asunder with thunder. 


There's not the least echo of feet in the street 

But the street-lamp stands with his light through the night, 
And the glow-worm scatters a spark in the dark 

While the darkness voyages on to the dawn. 


Tonight in my heart there's a gleam of a dream 

That is written in rhymes on the pages of ages: 

The lips of an infant are pressed to the breast 

Of the mother who won him with tears through the years. 


Masks 


Tired of the world at last I live among 

Soft twilight dreams and mists and phantom lights. 
I hear the melodies of songs unsung 

Between the poet's lonesome days and nights. 


Silence is all I crave... The numerous tasks 
Of daily life and love are done and over. 

My very thoughts slip off like mimic masks 
Which cover up the love of the One Lover. 
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MADURA TEMPLE 


Immortal monument of ancient seers, 
Eternal god-imprisonment in stone, 
Ensculptured consciousness of the Unknown, 
Temple of ecstasy ! your brow appears 
Unruffled and superb above the years... 
Standing in silence at your gates alone 

Into an ancient being I have grown 

And shed some old ancestral pilgrim’s tears. 


. Temple of dream | some day before I die 
Like you this restless body will become 
Quiet and wonderful, holy and dumb. 


Yea, I will rise above the little cry 
Of earth and in Love’s ancient rapture raise 
A tranquil brow above man’s nights and days. 





My Task 


My task is but to tidy up the room 

And, singing, at the open door to sit 

Between the morning light and evening gloom 
In the sweet hope that you will enter it. 


My task is but to trim this lamp of clay 
Polish it well till it grow clear and bright 
For you are sure to hold it up some day 
And with your spark of love set it alight. 





WATERFALL AND FLOWER 


In the cool shadow of a waterfall 

Upon a hill a white and naked bloom 

Stood all alone and heard the water call 
Tenderly to it through the woodland gloom. 


In the black shadow‘of a prison-wall 

There in the town below, across the gloom 

Of bygone sin I heard the waterfall 

Of weeping eyes call to the soul's white bloom. 
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FLOWER OF Wispom 


I will be quiet as the evenfall 
With the blue light of dreaming in my eyes, 
And in the silence of my soul the call 

Of peace from paradise. 


I will be quiet and not speak at all, 

Since what is there to say when once the heart 

Has made itself the Master's jewelled hall 
Wherein He dwells apart? 


I will be quiet as a flowering tree 
Which stands beyond the shadow of all death 
With the cool Blossom in the heart of me, 

Its fragrance in my breath. 


Come if you will and in its shadow be 

Nor ask me aught since I have naught to teach 

Beyond the silence and the mystery 
Surpassing human speech. 


THE CYCLE 


A clod of clay, in an eternal hour, 
Desires to be a flower, 

The flower, to spread its petals wide and far 
And birdlike reach a star. 

The twinkling star desires its flame to fan 
Into the soul of man, 

While man grows hungry to be somewhat greater 
Than man and turn Creator, 

But then again the hungry dream of God 
Is to become a clod. 


Creation with its shadow and its fire 
Is but a ceaseless cycle of desire. 


FIRE 


O who are you? An infant asked 

The leaping flames whose red caress 
Caught his dead mother and unthasked’ 
Life in its lonely nakedness: 
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Then came an answer from the fire 
Sudden and sharp across the gloom, 

‘I am the terrible desire ; 
Which shaped you in the mothers womb. 





At THE Day's END 


Some one beckons, some one calls 
While the starry darkness falls 
And the daylight with its din 

Melts to a white hush within. 


Now each trivial daily task 
Slips off like a mimic mask 
And in quietness we find 
Thy lone holiday behind. 


With the darkness hath begun 
Vigil of the Voiceless One 

Who with head in silence bowed 
Moves all day amid the crowd. 


THE CURSE 


With russet eyelike circles on its hood 
Outspread, a cobra danced beside a wood 
As in a dream, so like a drunken wave, 
And cast its coiling shadow on its cave. 


This subtle monarch of the serpentkind 
Wove wily steps, and in the whistling wind 
Moved by revengeful memory began 

To chant a mournful hymn of hate to man: 


“With darkling knowledge my dim hood expands; 
Snake-ancestors who perished at your hands 
Pronounce an endless curse which on you hangs 
Forever and fills poison in my fangs.” 





THE Birp oF SouL 
Where were you hiding, gentle bird? 
Your song comes stabbing through the rain 
Of tears-until my heart is stirred 
Into a song of ancient pain, 
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With your soft wings of gold unfurled 
What memory of what bygone day 
Has Jed you to my lonely world 

O bird of far and far away ? 


The withered branches of my heart 
Touched by your silent faery feet 

All in a sudden waking start 

To put forth blossoms warm and sweet. 


THE BirRpD oF LOVE 


Where were you resting, bird of love? 
The Spring of life hath come and gone 
And night comes darkling from above 
Without a star, without a dawn. 


Feeling has faded like a flower 

Within me, and in dark I grope 
Growing more blind from hour to hour 
Robbed of the last kind ray of hope. 


Bird of the rose-red morn of morns, 
Warm bird of love! where will you rest 
Among the myriad piercing thorns 
That wound this dark deserted breast ? 


DESOLATION 


The myriad wreckage of the bygone years, 

The desolate grey ruins of my soul 

Trouble my dreams and blind my eyes with tears, 
O grant me courage, Lord, to reach the goal. 


The path is stony, solitary, steep::: 

Without a star stupendous heavens bend 
Above me like an ogre's heavy sleep, 

O grant me courage, Lord, to reach the end. 


A phantom wailing grows upon the wind, 

Black storm-clouds gather and red lightnings pour 
Their wrath upon my eyes and strike them blind, 
O grant me courage, Lord, to reach the shore. 
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THe Market Savarese 


God's purpose in these curious times 
Wages great war with human deeds. 
Behold | the poet writes his rhymes 
To suit the public's harlot-needs. 


We strangle dreams and call it growth, 
And for our souls set idle snares. | 
Lo, merchants and ascetics both 

Ate crying out their tinselled wares ! 


STRANGE WRATH 


I strangled the throat of a new-born child 
And buried it deep in a lonely grave, 
But strange to tell, God only smiled 

At my foolish deed and forgave. 


I strangled a beautiful thought which came 
From depths unknown and the silence of years, 
When stranger to tell, God's eyes were aflame 
With vengeance, anger and tears. 


THe ANCIENT STRANGER 


A world beyond our world goes on 
Whirling through agelong silence there 
Splendid with an eternal dawn 

Above the night of our despair. 


Our little cries may never reach 

The silence hanging round His throne; 
A stranger to all mortal speech 

The Ancient Being broods alone. 


IMAGES 
Scorn, not the simple life in little things 
Lo, I in moments have with deeper eyes 
$ een how a tiny insect’s dazzling wings 
Have won the holy homage of the skies, 
. wn the young cicalas’ cries. 


, have,k 
To hush the,wondrous songs | ~~“ 
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Behold, my friend, there is nor small: nor great 
In all creation’s pattern. Man and stone, 
Because He loves, carry an equal weight: 
Being separate images of the Unknown 

And each fulfils its individual fate 

That He may in the end fulfil His own. 


THE BIRTHDAY POEM 
TO 


The Maharaja Kumar Shree Hanumanth Stnghyé 
of Jodhpur. 


Three years ago our little prince was born:-: 
The desert blossomed when it heard the news. 
The dew-drop half-asleep upon a thorn 

Woke and became a diamond lit with hues. 


And when the regal-hearted mother heard 
The prince's first melodious new-born cry 
She thought it was a little magic bird 

Let loose from faery woodlands of the sky. 


A grey cloud slowly wandering above 
Stood silent like a dream in mute surprise, 
The colours of the rainbow were in love 
With the sweet colour in the prince's eyes., 


The fragrance of soft blooms began to cry 
Trembling behind a garden-wall of death, 
Fragrance, the soul of flowers, feared to die 
Enchanted by the little prince's breath. 


Across the palace-doors that tender night 
Stars gazed upon his face as in a swoon, 

Birds sang in darkness thinking it was light 
And there was morning-paleness in the moon. 


Around his birth.a thousand subjects thronged 
With gifts of fruits and flowers and music sweet: 
And all the roads in the. great kingdom longed 


For the bud-isnprint of te princes feet.: 
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THe Market SQuaARE 


God's purpose in these curious times 
Wages great war with human deeds. 
Behold !| the poet writes his rhymes 
To suit the public’s harlot-needs. 


We strangle dreams and call it growth, 
And for our souls set idle snares. 

Lo, merchants and ascetics both 

Are crying out their tinselled wares ! 


STRANGE WRATH 


I strangled the throat of a new-born child 
And buried it deep in a lonely grave, 
But strange to tell, God only smiled 

At my foolish deed and forgave. 


I strangled a beautiful thought which came 
From depths unknown and the silence of years, 
When stranger to tell, God's eyes were aflame 
With vengeance, anger and tears. 


THe ANCIENT STRANGER 


A world beyond our world goes on 
Whirling through agelong silence there 
Splendid with an eternal dawn 

Above the night of our despair. 


Our little cries may never reach 

The silence hanging round His throne; 
A stranger to all mortal speech 

The Ancient Being broods alone. 


IMAGES 


Scorn not the simple life in little things 

Lo, I in moments have with deeper eyes 
© een how a tiny insect’s dazzling wings 
Have won the holy homage of the skies, 
And I have known the young cicalas’ cries 
To hush. the wondrous songs its Maker sings. 
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Behold, my friend, there is nor small nor great 
In all creation's pattern. Man and stone, 
Because He loves, carry an equal weight 
Being separate images of the Unknown 

And each fulfils its individual fate 

That He may in the end fulfil His own. 


THE BIRTHDAY POEM 
TO 


The Maharaja Kumar Shree Hanumanth Singhye 
of Jodhpur. 


Three years ago our little prince was born::- 
The desert blossomed when it heard the news. 
The dew-drop half-asleep upon a thorn 

Woke and became a diamond lit with hues. 


And when the regal-hearted mother heard 
The prince's first melodious new-born cry 
She thought it was a little magic bird 

Let loose from faery woodlands of the sky, 


A grey cloud slowly wandering above 
Stood silent like a dream in mute surprise, 
The colours of the rainbow were in love 
With the sweet colour in the prince's eyes,. 


The fragrance of soft blooms began to cry 
Trembling behind a garden-wall of death. 
Fragrance, the soul of flowers, feared to die 
Enchanted by the little prince’s breath. 


Across the palace-doors that tender night 
Stars gazed upon his face as in a swoon, 
Birds sang in darkness thinking it was light 
And there was morning-paleness in the moon. 


Around his birth a thousand subjects thronged 
With gifts of fruits and flowers and music sweet: 
And all the roads in the great kingdom longed 
For the bud-imprint of the prince's feet. 
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That day the land was full of faery things; 

The dyer dyed his cloths with heavenly ease 

So when the cloths were dyed they gleamed like wings 
Of dream-enchanted birds on drowsy trees- 


And when the singer sang his voice became 
Clear as the water of a waterfall 

And the young dancer danced as twilight flame 
Dances in silence on a palace-wall. 


Makers of weapons found their weapons gleam 
Red like the sun, white like the wandering stars. 
Out of the moony substance of a dream 

The potter made his goblets and his jars. 


O pearl-throb df a royal mother's bliss, 
O infant ruby-drop of kingly power, 
Exquisite pearl-print of a regal kiss 
And ofa regal love the perfect flower! 


Sweet little prince! you are a regal spark 
Who came to cleave the dusk of human life, 
A regal sword to glitter in the dark 

Of human pain and conquer in the strife. 


Prince Hanumantha, you have come to slay 
Tigers of greed, dark bisons of desire, 

Panthers of envy, elephants of grey 

Sorrow and death with love's clear sword of fire. 


With your white sword of justice will be struck 
Dim serpent-forms of poisoned caste and creed. 
With your strong-hand of justice you will pluck 
Their eyeballs out and make their bosoms bleed. 


_ The voice of future lowly men will plead 

To you for guidance in the future days 

And you will lend them succour in their need, 
Your princely feet will walk their lowly ways 


And every footfall of your princely tread 

Will echo flowers, Child of golden line ! 

Your every deed will be the poor man’s bread, 
Your every word will be the poor man’s wine. 


May He who made the silver clouds above, 
Gemmed peacocks, and set star-gold in the air, 
Crown you forever with the crown of love 

And guard your life on earth with heavenly care, 
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ROSE UPON THE WAY 


When in deep arrogance they trod 
Upon me as on common clay 

The tender throbbing hands of God 
Made me a rose upon His way. 


When in their little hour of storm 
They tore to shreds my body’s dress 
In regal pride He clothed His form 
With my dark shame of nakedness. 


When swift relentless shafts they hit 
At me in sharp and shadowy wrath 
Each wound in luminous love He lit 
Into a lamp upon His path. 


CRY AND SILENCE 


We move on crowded ways, yet seem 
Each one to seek a goal apart. 

The Dreamer dreams His single dream 
When the dream-hosts have left our heart. 


Lo, in the sudden silence slips 
Somewhere a flower out of a stone, 
The restless cry upon our lips 

Is the calm silence on His own. 


THE CLOCK 


The hour-hand and the minute-hand 
Meet once in every hour-:-I bend 

In reverence to him who planned 
The clock on yonder shelf, my friend. 


Be like the clock on yonder shelf 
And cultivate the inward power 
Which brings together God and self, 
The two hands, once in every hour. 
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VIGON OF FirRE 


I dreamed I saw your body like a veil 

Slip off and vanish past my body's eyes. 

Your soul which came to me in glimpses pale 
Burned with more brilliance than the starry skies. 


The bitterness of life grew sudden sweet 
And silence flooded us like melody. 

We saw two naked white fires leap and meet 
And burn up the last trace of you and me. 


I dreamed I saw your body like a fire 
Glowing upon the verge of mystic pain; 
We met beyond a shadow of desire 

In the pure mystery of old Love again. 


MIRRORS OF Love 
1 


Ah Love, the darkest sin is brief 
Being but a thing Illusion paints. 

The whore, the drunkard, and the thief 
Are final saints. 


Within a fence of senses shut 
The heaven-hungry spirit plods, 
The vilest thought in us is but 
Some far-off God's. 


2 


A thief, a drunkard and a whore 

At midnight passed beside my door 
While heaven beat time unto their tread 
On drums of silver overhead, 


A thief, a drunkard and a whore 
At midnight passed beside my door, 
I woke at dawn to find the street 
Covered with tracks of holy feet. 
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Sky aNp Brad 


Through a tiny eye a bird 

Gazed at heaven without a word 

When suddenly a soft voice stirred 

The dawn and this is what I heard: 
“Which ts greater, the great big shy 

Or a small bird's heaven-measuring eye °” 


Dust 


Dust hummed the holiest music of its heart 
Under the crude wheels of a country cart. 


Beneath the bright wheels of a motor car 
Dust groaned a groan which echoed wide and far. 


E ARTH-LOVERS 


I am a masked man:--What you touch and see 
Is but the mask which hides the man behind. 
This changing magic which you think is me 

Is but a spell it casts to make you blind. 

The fire which plays a love-game on its lips 

Is just a picture in a faery tale. 

Behind their sly hypnotic laughter slips 

The Me, the Silent, as behind a veil. 


You do but cling unto the mask, my friend! 

The Man, the Ancient breathes and moves apart 
From festive crowds who scarcely comprehend 
The starry silence hanging in his heart. 


DIFFERENCE 


A bisd was sitting on a tree 

I shot it and it dropped and died, 
It made no difference to me 

Bus in the heavens Some One cried. 
In idle sport all carelessly 

Upon-a helpiess worm I trod, 

it made no difference to me 

But ©, the difference to God. 
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AN EVENING SKETCH 


At the close of daylight 

Veiled in the evening's grey light 
The woods and meadows seem 
Part of a wizard’s dream. 


While the day is dying 
Homeward the rooks are flying. 
On tree and hill and pond 

Is laid a wizard's wand. 


Through the shadows falling 

A peasant'’s voice is calling. 
The village lamps are shedding 
Light at a wizard's wedding. 


Night comes cold and creepy::: 
Old earth is growing sleepy. 
Stars twinkle in the skies 

Like some lone wizard's eyes. 


THE TAVERN 


The midnight hour is struck. Ye, drunk, depart! 
Let no harsh deed be done or hard work spoken. 
The tavern doors are closed within my heart, 
The wine is over and the cup is broken. 


The sacred stars are dancing in the deep 
Above you, and your road is lit with gleams, 
The hour has come for you to drop asleep 
Bidding farewell to giddy tavern dreams. 


ASTRAY 


Be still, be still, impatient heart, nor beat your wings in 

the gloom, 
Lo, He who pities the insect's cry and guides the 

murmuring streams 
Who guarded your sleep with a mother’s love while 

you slept in your mother’s womb 
Will He not guide your weary feet which wander 
away from Him 
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O hush your heavy moan, my heart! and rest your 
wings for a while, 
In vain you leave the glimmering house and brood in 
the shadows dim, 
Lost in a world of idle tears you lose the light of His smile 
And chasing the changing moth of desire you wander 
away from Him, 


UNLIT 


An earthen lamp unlit: 

At last it hungers for the light. 
There is enough of oil in it 
To feed its flame all night. 


O Master, bring your spark 

And satisfy its clay-desire. 

O cleanse the void and cleave the dark 
With one clear touch of fire. 


And then sit down to read 

By it your Books of Death and Birth 
Until the dawn comes past the need 
Of the last lamp of earth. 





IMMORTALITY 


Green fields that meet yon azure langourous sky, 
The golden grain spread in the cottage-yard, 
Smoke-haze of village hearths, the cricket's cry, 
The silence of the midnight many-starred, 


Tall trees that stand against the lemon light 

Of a new dawn, the chirping birds, the strange 
Freshness in things, the fragrance and the flight 
And life's unchanging ecstasy in change, 


Winds playing endless music in the trees, 
The dim waves dancing in the dappled sea, 
The poet's hunger ever burning, these 
Are poorfs of mortal immortality. 
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TRUGE 
‘No more will I wage 
Blind war with you, Lover. 
‘My heatt’s little rage 
Ts forgotten and over, 


fus.dust of your feet 

I have grown to be glorious, 
Declaring defeat 

Have become the victorious. 


THe Deviu's WHip 


The devil in the guise of God, 

Drunk to his golden nose with wine 
In his old play entitled Fraud 

Stood on the stage, the temple-shrine. 


With wizard laughter on his lip 
And random passages of curse 
He cracked his silent master-whip 
Upon his actor-worshippers. 


The devil's whip triumphant speaks 
Its plainest language even now 

In those unmeaning ashen streaks 
Which paint your irreligious brow. 


THe Creie or Parn 


The soul becomes a lonelier thing 
Fromm hour to hour, from age to age 
And learns to love its death and sing 
The broken music of the cage. 


We come again and yet again 

Into our self-wrought dungeon gloom, 
Born of the fiery womb of pain 
Return unto that selfsame womb. 
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THE Ca@e OF OBLIVION 
As years go by we break the vows 
We made to Him before we came 
Into the body's lonely house 
Which burns with a deluding flame. 
We lose the meaning of our birth 
And mar our primal heritage 
Until the wide and silent earth 
Appears to us an iron cage. 


. THe Duet 

All dark against the scarlet sunset skies 

Two little mortals fought an angry fight: 

God wondered how two men with angry eyes 
Could wound each other in such holy light. 
Under the ample midnight heavens which stirred 
With beauty and with star-fires from the deep. | 
Two little mortals woke in dreams and heard 
Two shattered godheads crying out in sleep, 








Divine Love 
Each time you baffle my desire and end 
My pride with swift harsh blows, I call you friend. 
Each time you hurl me into the red strife 
Of difficult dreams that burn, I call you life. 
When you extinguish hope’s rich flame and cover 
My heart with ashes up, I call you lover. 


Anotuer Rainy Eve 


The evening has come again 
With a pale sweet sky rain ; 

A cool greyness fills the air ; 
Birds are silent everywhere. 
Through the driving rain aslant 
You can hear the loud wind chant 
Its wild music to the sharp 

Note of some invisible harp 
Which a storm-god plays aloud 
Hidden in the sabie cloud. 





Take their tiny blinking eyes 
By a silver-grey surprise. 
Hoary branches drip and drip 


With cold silver globes which slip 
In a crystal comradeship. 


The dim clouds are growing dark ... 
Through the rainy silence, hark : 
Comes a wounded naked cry 
Underneath the clouded sky. 


Yonder stands a lonely house 
Neighbour to the quiet boughs 

Of a squirrel-sheltering, old 

Tree whose leaves are reddish-gold. 


A mad man and his woman dwell 
There as in a dungeon-cell 
Comrades who have sworn to share 
Death and darkness and despair. 


Through the million-moaning rain 

Comes the woman's voice of pain 

And the voice of one whose mind 

Wanders wildly like the wind, 

Whose clear soul is dimmed, whose brain 
Is million-moaning like the rain. 


MATING 


The lover in me cried in rapture: “ This is 
That universe wherein I long to dwell. 

See how a subtle shade of purple kisses 

A yearning streak of yellow in a shell. 


See-what a royal tinge of gold is waiting 
To wed the high-born scarlet in the skies. 
Look at the delicate fire of vision mating 
With virgin silence in the poet's eyes! ” 


Pontés: ann Paar 


WHISPERING Deeps 


The world is ever rolling 

Like a many-painted wheel. 

What others felt ten thousand years ago 
Anew we wake and feel. 


The soul moves in a cycle 
Towards a distant goal. 


Ancestral dreams and hungerings are born 
Again within our soul. 


ANSWER 


O heart, why have you masked Him 

In that dim mask of tears? 

Behold, yon mountain standing there for years, 
One answer to the question you have asked Him. 


Who said that God refuses to reply ? 

In everything He writes it clear and bold. 
Earth is His voice of mauve and gold, 
His voice of blue and silver is the sky. 


PAPER Boats 


On a dim stream I set afloat 
A paper boat long, long ago 
And said, ‘ My little paper boat 
We'll see how far you go!” 


On a lone stream long, long ago 

God set me joyously afloat 

And said, “We'll see how far you go 
My little paper boat | ” ' 


On A Day oF RAIN 


The noon is dim with cloud and rain, 
The deer, the peacock and the dove 
And I and you are bowed with pain 
Of separation from the single Love. 
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All things take ofi a deeper life 


In rain. An immemorial gleam 
Of ancient quiet drowns their strife 
And makes them part of some forgotten dream. 


The grey lights dance along the deep 
And He is full of bridal mirth 

To see the heavens, in a sleep 

Of cloud, caress the shy and naked earth. 


THE AEROPLANE AND THE RAINCLOUD 


A naughty, haughty aeroplane 
On purring whirring pinions flew 
Into the sky as if to gain 

The silent kingdoms of the blue. 


A mighty, flighty aeroplane, 
Modern defiant giant soared 
Into the heavens as if to drain 
The azure silence of the Lord. 


A raincloud slowly passing by 
Indignant at this monster flaw 
Which dared to hurt the perfect sky 
And shatter God's eternal law 


Said bravely to the aeroplane: 
“Henceforth, mechanic monster! I 
Refuse to shed my showers of rain 

If but to hear your maker cry 


With droughts which parck and scorch and barn 
So in the future men may bend 

A humbler knee to God and turn 

His gifts to some diviner end. " 


Suicipe 


With evil eyes I looked upon 

A woman in whom beauty flowered. 

The hero soul whose pride was gone 
Leapt up in wrath and calied me coward... 
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The shaft of a lone lust I hit 

At one so young and gentle-eyed 
When lo, my manhood did commit 
A despicable suicide. 


THEFT 


A beggar stole a loaf of btead | 

Out of the rich man’s stote and fed 

The stomach of his starving boy, 

Which must have filled the heavens with joy: 


But Law whose eyes are red and swollen 
Gave him stripes for the loaf thus stolen. 


A rich man who with grabbing hands 
Did own long acres of green lands 
And owning them stole from the store 
Of twenty starving mouths and more, 
Night after night with concubines 

Sat at a mad unwearying feast 

Of heavy viands, heady wines 

And lived the life of any beast. 


But Law whose eyes are red and tender 
Praised and partook of the rich man’s splendour. 


Sona OF LIFE 


Why is the grey of grief your eyelids veiling ¢ 
Impetuous heart of me, why are you wailing? 

Do you not see the summer roses leap 

Out of the old earth's sleep? 

“ Today is sweet,” they sing, “ why dream the sorrow 
Of the pale death of roses on the morrow ? 

Even in our'little life of flowering fleetness 

We do our most to shed our utmost sweetness.” 


Do you not see the birds of summer springing 

Into the blue sky singing? 

“We flood the woods with song while sunbeams glisten, 
We sing our songs though not a soul might listen. 

We sing in ecstasy without a cause. | 

We sing in ecstasy without a pause.’ 
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Then, cease to wail, my heart, in foolish sorrow, 
Life's ecstasy from birds and roses borrow. 
Shed music though it be for one brief hour 
And scattering sweetness perish like the flower. 


OcEAN SHELLS 


I heard a shell half orange and half pink 

Utter these words: Well I am here once more, 
One of the myriad thoughts that oceans think, 
One of the thoughts that they have thought before 
Through countless ages and will think again, 

May be, until they lose all sense of shore 

And naught but deep tranquillity remain. 


These words went home into a poet's brain 

And this is what he said ‘‘ The thoughts I think 
Are like seashells yellow and green and pink 
And it may be I've thought these thoughts before 
Just like the oceans through the bygone years, 
And I will cease to think them any more 

When the dim shore of body disappears 

And I become a sea without a shore. 


FRUIT OF PLEASURE 


1 


The moment when a child begins to brood 
In gloom and ask, “ Alas, why was I thrust 
Upon the world, why was I born at all?” 
It is a comment on our passionate fall, 
A hideous criticism of the lust 
Of blind and irresponsible parenthood. 

2 
The helpless cry of a new-born child 
Which came to earth this morning 
Speeds through the nights of babes unborn 
Like a terrible arrow of warning. 
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WonNDER GLASS 


I do not wonder that your hands have made 
Gigantic shapes of mountain, cloud and sea, 

ide flaming systems, skies that never fade, 
Tempests and rainbows and the mystery 
Of colour on the flute of seasons played. 


But I am struck with wonder at the frail 
Minute creations which your love has wrought: 
Rain-insects, and the silver motes that sail 
Along a sunbeam, and the crimson dot 

Upon a moth-wing. These are like a veil. 


HuSH 


A black storm rages in my heart tonight. 

My burning eyes behold a dance of death. 

What lips are these which strive with shadowy breath 
To extinguish the rich flame upon the height? 


Tumultuous heart, control your weary cry, 
O flesh, be full of silence, for behold! 

All things are silent, from the ripening gold 
Of ricefields to the twilight deeps of sky. 


THE Last VOYAGE 


Unheedful heart, are you not ready yet 

To leave the dusky land, the shadowy shore? 
Behold, the golden sun has almost set 

And the dim voices call to you no more. 


The boat is dancing on the dreamy tide; 

The oars will take you homeward stroke by stroke. 
Ha, what is that your hands are trying to hide 
Beneath the patchwork tatters of your cloak ? 


Upon the shore a lonely Boatman stands; 

How poor the gifts that you have won from years! 
Say, will you have the heart to fill His hands 

At last with naught but dust and pain and tears ? 
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THe Hory SHADOW 


Deep in the mellow silence of a wood 

There lived a saint within the solitude 

Of his own soul which grew from hour to hour 
Chaste as a star and holy as a flower, 

And, even past his knowing, like a star 

Shed cool immortal splendour wide and far, 
And like a flower, its perfume. Being freed 
From the dim self, he, like a flute of reed 
Simple and straight, was filled with sweetest song. 
To him there was in all the world no wrong 
Too gross to be forgiven, for he saw 

Or seemed to see in it the hungry law 

Of a perpetual secret heavenward thrust 

Even as a snow-white blossom from the dust 
And dirt uprising loses its blind source 

Of them and grows into a luminous force 

Of tenderness and beauty. In his smile 

You almost felt you fathomed for a while 

The mystery deep-hidden in all things. 


Seeing the saint, the angels on pale wings 

Shot through with diaphonous colour, in swift flight 
Came to God's throne and in a ring of light 

Pulsating like a rainbow, stood and spake 

“Master, Thy saint on earth is wide-awake 

To all Thy beauty. Lo, even Thy skies 

Seem now to be reflections of his eyes 

Brimful of holy love ; his body grows 

Into a gradual spirit which but throws 

Splendours for shadows. Grant him, Lord, a boon! 


To which the Lord of heaven consented::- 
Soon 
The angels swept like a great gust of wind 
And winging the wide curve.of worlds behind 
The little world of man, in gleaming flight 
Of many colours beautiful as light, 
Touched earth and in a ring of rainbow stood 
Deep in the mellow silence of the wood 
Where dwelt the saint whose soul from hour to hour 
Grew like a star and glimmered like a flower, 
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“ From the wise Lord we come and bring you word 
That all the starry circling heavens have heard 

The silence of your soul. The very skies 

Are as a blue-flame dot before your eyes 

And oceans but a drop before the still 

Golden immensities in them which fill 

Even God with wonder. Say, what boon you fain 
Would have? Is it to heal disease and pain 

With just one touch of your cool holy hand?” 

To which the saint replied, ‘‘I understand 

By your rose wings and gold wings and blue wings 
That ye are throbbing swift immortal things 

Which men call angels ?--:Well then go to Him 
Who hides His beauty there beyond the dim 
Redness of evening, whiteness of the day, 

Go to His awful throne of love and say 

I'd leave the healing touch to Him alone:--” 


The angels, wondering greatly at his tone 
Which like a stroke of choicest lightning ran 
Across the wooded silence, then began: 
“Or would you care to bring the erring man 
Back to the shadowless path, and lead the black 
Unholy soul along the holy track? ” 

Smiling the saint said ‘I of mortal birth 
Have no desire to perform on earth 

Rich heavenly miracles. It is for you 
Angels of God who wing the cloudless blue 
Of worlds celestial, to show the way 

Of light to sinning souls. I only pray." 


The eager angels spoke again and said, 

“‘ Calm saint of God, say, shall we crown your head 
With a great ring of stainless hallowed light 

That you may thus become i in all men’s a sight 
Great God himself?”...+-. To which the saint replied 
“Praise be to God, I would not ever hide 

Under the glamour of my crown of light 

The splendour of His own from mortal sight.” 


The baffled angels wondered at his words 
Then suddenly like a great host of birds 
Hovered and in a chorus sang above him, | 
“ God needs must force a hoon on you who love Him 
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Oat of the depths of his soul's solitude : 
The calm saint said, “ God grant I may do good, 
Without my knowledge, to all things. This boon 
Is all I beg of Him:: | 

Behind the moon 


God sat and heard and granted, and a flight 
Of angels wheeled and fled beyond the night. 


And so it came to pass-:- Where’er the saint 
Walked, there was joy ; his shadow touched the taint 
Of sin to purity, refreshed the soul 

In fallen women, and made lepers whole, 

And painted the pale cheeks of the weak child, 

And kissed the barren meadows till they smiled. 


But in the mellow silence of the wood 
Unconscious of the beauty and the good 
Springing from him, the saint from hour to hour 
Shone like a star and blossomed like a flower. 


THe Last STREAK 


The mournful music of slow sleepy streams 
Comes murmuring through the woods. The winds 
make moan, 
On the faint verge of the horizon dreams 
One sunset-streak alone. 


One only bird trills out its tremulous tune; 

The sunset pales. The rocks grow grey and mute. 
On the dim branches of the sky the moon 

Gleams like a silver fruit. 


There is a wistful wailing in my mind, 
A lonely wailing wonderful and sweet. 
I wait to catch an echo on the wind 
Of some lost traveller's feet. 





DRAWN 


To while away our midnight weariness 

’ We sit together, an old king and I, 

And move across the chess-board of the sky 
The white stars in a mystic game of chess, 


Our moves continue till the break of dawn 
When tired of play we put the pieces by 

And fold the chequered chess-board of the sky 
To find invariably the game is drawn. 





Future GLeams 
While I muse alone in the shadows r 
° , s e 
And the skies with their clouds tes duller and duller 
I seem to grow sure that my sorrow some day 
Will burn to a rose with a wonderful colour. 


While I brood in the world’s pale shadows apart 

And the clouds in the heavens grow dimmer and dimmer 
I seem to feel sure that the wound in my heart 

Will burn to a lamp with a wonderful glimmer. 


While I sit and chant my songs by the way 
Unheeding the clouds with their shadowy fleetness 

I seem to grow sure that my body some day 

Will be turned to a cup overbrimming with sweetness. 


FAERY TALES 
I 


I cannot be encompassed by this span 
Of blind still clay that binds my liberty. 
I will exceed the meaning of a man 
And be the being I was meant to be. 


For there's a fettered passion in my form 
Which has the power to overpass and leap 
The world’s ephemeral and blinding storm 
And burst the bonds of an imprisoned sleep. 


Yea, I can conjure with my lamp of clay 
And call a giant forth to do my will, 
Since faery tales are real to this day 
And Alaudin, the soul, is living still ! 

II 
Cassims and Ali Babas people earth 
Whom the long years forever bring to birth. 
In life's dark forest stands the cave of old 
Whose gateways open to no other words 
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Than “Open Sesame’... Within it, gold 
Gleams brighter than the sunsets at the end 

Of the lone daylight ; emeralds unfold 

A richer green than plumes of forest birds, 
Rubies and sapphires their twin colours blend 
In the cave's shadowy gloom and gemfires leap 
Like sudden visions in a painter's sleep. 
Sense-hungerings, the forty thieves, control 
This glittering treasure cavern of the soul 
And when an Ali Baba in his rags 
Stumbles across the words that work like powers 
He enters it secure from day to day 
And heaping all his countless treasure-bags 
Upon the grey-backed asses of the hours 
Whistles his merry tune and goes his way. 
While brother Cassim opes the cavern gate 
And drunk with pride forgets the words which gave 
To him the power of entering the cave, 
Therefore the gateway closes up like fate 
To hold him captive till the thieves arrive 
And to wild music strangle him alive. 


THE MASTERPIECE 
A time will come, my Sweet! 
When the warm life which fills your hands and feet 
Will cease as all things cease 
Like details in the finished masterpiece. 
But dawn with coloured lights 
Will still continue to awake the nights 
From their old slumber, and 
The water still be brother to the land. 


Tomas OF GOLCONDA 
See how the grey is blending with the blue 
In the broad sky which bends to kiss the plains 
O can't you hear the silence calling you 
Away from pain ? 
God, what a tender light is on the rocks, 
My spirit is enchanted to the core, 
Immeasurable Beauty comes and knocks 
At the heart’s door. 
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White massy cloud-heaps loom above the he; 
Of distant tombs ; a tinkling goat-bell sounds” ” 


There is a ceaseless play of shad 
On ruined mounds, : iia a 


Stray travellers with echoing footsteps tread 
The lonely road that runs towards the tombs 
Wherein the holy memory of the dead 
Forever blooms. 


ON THE DEATH OF ABIRD 


I saw thee on thy bed of hay at dawn, 

A little lifeless body cold and stiff 

And seeing felt within my soul as if 

A crystal part of mine own self had gone 


Beyond the glimmer of the growing morn, 
I stood and watched thy tiny feathery form 
Deserted by that something live and warm 
Which throbbed in thee like flame when thou wert born. 


For two short days thou wert my weary guest 
Wing-wounded blind and sick with pain and strife, 
My feeble pity strove to give thee life 

And pour reviving vigour in thy breast. 


I sought to give thee comfort but in vain, 
Since face to face they stood, my mortal hope 
Which yearned to hold thee, and thy horoscope 
Planning thy body’s perishing in pain. 


God’s ways are infinite--- No power dare come 
Between His perfect purpose and its goal, 

For He, the age-long Lover of the soul 
Subjects all form to endless martyrdom. 


Who knows why thou wert chosen for a fate 
Of such deep sorrow ? Or is sorrow but 

A figment that with inward vision shut 

We in our blind unvisonment create ? 


I almost hear thee chuckling at my tears 
Crying in joy : “Now that my soul is free 

And I unbodied of the slavery 

Of form that caught me in the groove of years, 
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Perched oii the Maker's hand so soft so kind, 

TI seem to see the world of mortals plain, 

Where thirst and hunger, love and youth and pain 
Are unsubstantial phantoms of the mind. | 


I see the forests full of struggling flight 

And birds with bodies panting wearily. 

Some yearn for skies, while some from tree to tree 
Do flit for fruit in morning's purple light. 


But these are ghost-creations of a dream 
Iilusion fashions in her narrow sleep. 

To us unbodied beings who gladly leap 
Past earth-captivity, they only seem 


Dim shades of ignorance which close their gate 
Upon God's ancient knowledge, shapes of earth 
Which narrow heaven to a span of birth 

And bind the spirit to the Wheel of Fate. 


Rejoice, my friend! for I am now attuned 

To the great Silence that forever sings, 

Go, let the loose earth cover up my wings 
And close around the memory of their wound. 


DUALITY 


There are two souls within my soul, 
One freezes and the other burns. 
They held me in their weird control 
By turns. 


One is the soul that never dreams, 

To it the dawn is but a red thing, 

The shower of raincloud but a shed thing, 
And every planet a sun-fed thing, 

This soul unto the other seems 

A dead thing. 


The other soul sees wings gold-lit run 
When a common bird skims by, 
Mystery in fields that lie, 

Wisdom in a squirrel's eye, 

In a snake the Infinite run, 

Sees God drowsing in the citron 
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Rogit ato Pras O4: 
Two souls existing side by side 
Beneath one roof and in one house: 
The first a phantom leaden-eyed, 
A dreamless dullard; 
The second bearing on his brows 
Fire many-coloured. 


IN THE Hatr Lieut 


When darkness is just passing into light 

Or the pale day is passing into night 

A mystical sweet silence wakes within 

My soul and I /orget the hollow din 

Of the world’s wheel revolving round and round 
With a red sorrowful monotonous sound, 

And I forget the multitudinous strife 

Which wages on the surface of man's life, 

And I forget the small pathetic fight 

Of man with man against the holy light 

Of sunrise and of sunset. I become 

Golden within and exquisitely dumb 

And pass all suddenly beyond the great 

Blind mythic gates of time and chance and fate. 
All suddenly I find myself alone 

Vast and superb, all in an instant grown » 

Even beyond the splendour and the vast; 
Losing-myself, I find myself at last. 


GIFTS 


Great are the gifts to us you send, 
Spring-water running sweet and clear, 
Gay lusty Autumn fruits that bend 

Ttie forest boughs from year to year, 
Rich light that spreads from end to end 
Of earth, and inward-scented deer. 


The sundawn with its silver springs, 

The sunset with its golden streams, 

The flower that blooms, the bird that sings, 
This world of shadows and of gleams, 
The gorgeous hunger in all things, 

The prophet's voice, the poet's 
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Nevertheless my spirit needs 
Yet greater gifts whereby to live 
Since lo, its hunger far exceeds 
The gifts that even you can give. 


In AUTUMN 


The sparrows twitter in the eves, 

The sunlight dances on the leaves, 
Yon stream is running like a thread of glass. 
Our neighbour's lamb is nipping at the grass. 


The winds of autumn have begun. 

A mellow warmth is in the sun. 
Our meadows are with thickets overgrown; 
In the cowshed the milchcow stands alone. 


“ The autumn leaves will soon be shed” 
Something is singing overhead. 

It is a bright green bird up on a bough 

Who seems to know the future, who knows how? 


The crimson garden wall all day 
Watches the lights with shadows play. 
Over the tree-tops cawing crows in flight 
Are changed to purple poems in the light. 


I know a tamarind tree which stands 
‘ With leafy brows and leafy hands, 
In whose cool ample shadow children play 
With copper-tinted tamarind seeds all day. 


When I am dead may I become 
A shaggy woodland deep and dumb, 
My myriad hungers, moods, desires and dreams 
Be changed to trees and shadows, birds and streams. 


DAWN AND LIGHT 


‘Out of the darkness dawn comes creeping slowly 
Beating its wings against my window pane. 

Be still, be still, my soul, the hour is holy 

And you with trees and light are born again. 
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From some farmyard a distant cock is crowin 
The young birds have already left their perch 
Lo, while the colours of tie dawn are glowing 
Some seek Thee in the darkness of a church] 


My waking soul in Wendious joy is reading 
The trees like poesns in the opal gloom, 
Our baby, brotherte the dawn, is feeding 
At mother’s breast ta an adjoining room. 


Time's caravan between the dark and light 
With us as pilgrim bands will journey on 
Until all nights are gathered to one Night 
And all our dawns are gathered to one Dawn. 


CHANGE 


What makes the purple melt to gold 
Upon yon royal mountain range ? 
Ah Love, my Love, it is the old 
Unchanging law of change. 


The tranquil law which makes the tree 
Yield fruit and shadow, leaf and flower, 
And colours life with mystery 

And magic every hour. 


Then wherefore do you deem it strange 
When my mood-crimson melts to grey 
Beneath the changeless law of change 
In its perpetual play ¢ 


STARRY FLIGHT 


I leave you free to wander 
Wherever you desire 

For your throat is full of music 
And your heart is full of fire. 


Ah bird, I will not fetter 
The impulse of your flight 
Nor stop you in your starry 
Adventurings of light. 
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I will not-biad yot:eved. 
With love, however sweet, 
If it should cling like. fetters 
Around your rose-red feet. 


O bird of love,.I: leave yan 
To wander in the sky 
Cleaving the stars, forgetful 
Of my last little.cry, 


Some day, who knows? a.sudden. 
Flight-impulse.may be born. 
Within my heart and yield:me. 
Wings rose-red like the morn,. 


And] will rise and seek you 
Abevye the starry height 
Where in the silent splendour 
We will be freed of flight. 


THE RIDGE OF THE WORLD 
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The edge ofawood. The evening light ts pouring a pale 
gold grey over the trees. Anascetic ts seated alone, 
chanting. 


ASCETIC 


Shree Ram, Jay Ram, Jay Jay Ram, Om! 
(enter a Strong Man running) 


STRONG MAN 


What do you mutter, naked lonely man! 
Sitting on the grey edge of these hoary woods 
You stupid shadow, unsubstantial thing, 
Your eyes shut like a blind man's which have lost light 
And cannot tell one colour from another. 
ASCETIC 
I've grown to be the comrade of these woods 
Which, though you call them hoary, are full of light, 
Of strange blue light which mingles with the heavens, 
And me whom you call shadow am the shadow 
Which is a proof of light, and these closed eyes 
You deem a blind man's have, indeed, forgot 
To tell one colour from another ‘colour 
Since in the vastness and the loneliness 
Behind their lids is a great motherhood 
Of whiteness in whose cool transparent glow 
All colours dim, dissolve and cease to be. 


STRONG MAN 
Why do you fold your pale ascetic palms? 


ASCETIC 
As symbol of a service to the world, 
As symbol of the peace within the soul, 
Since, when the palms are joined they change to prayers 
And there's no room for wielding of red weapons, 
o room for insolonce of flashing swords. 


STRONG MAN 


Are you not weary sitting there alone 
Day after day, fixed to a single spot? 
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ASCETIC 


The tree is never tired of standing so 
There in the yellow centre of a field 

Nor grows the river weary of its course 
Nor the dim stars of their appointed place. 


STRONG MAN 


You are an unprogressive pot of clay::: 
The Potter must have made you half-asleep, 


ASCETIC 


Am I an unprogressive pot of clay ? 
You think I am, because I do not move, 
At least it seems to you I do not move 
Since the deceptive vision in your eyes 
Tricks you into the ignorant belief 
That I am but a dead inactive thing. 


STRONG MAN 


There's progress only in the crowded towns 
And populated cities of the earth 
Where men grow strong, ambitious and supreme. 


ASCETIC 


You move in whirling chariots, rumbling cars, 
Which glitter in the sun and flash and go 

Hither and thither between dawn and dusk 
Choking the crystal air with clouds of dust, 

But when the evening comes your tired wheels 
Make idle revolutions and return 

By the same road on which they ran at dawn-::: 
You call that progress, Strong Man of the world ! 
But I am like a silent lonely road 

Which without running moves towards the goal. 


STRONG MAN 
You are at best a weak worm in a wood::: 


ASCETIC 
I am, indeed, O Strong Man of the world ! 
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STRONG MAN 
I'm glad you call me Strong Man of the world, 
I am as strong as a mountain, strong as a sea, 
And strong as a serpent in a forest-cave, 
And strong as the wild tiger of the woods, 
And strong as a king's ship upon the water 
And as a hawk, and as a royal sword, 
And as a prison-wall and a captive's chain, 
Strong as the light is to a drunkard's eye, 
Strong as the hunger of a child in famine, 
Strong as the thirst of a woman's mouth in drought, 
Strong as desire to steal in a starving man, 
And strong as weak slave-habits in a slave, 
And yet a somewhat stronger than all these ! 
Do you not think I am exceeding strong ? 


| ASCETIC 
Indeed, you are strong:--Do you not think you are strong ? 


STRONG MAN 
What do you mean, ascetic ? 


ASCETIC 
A strong man’s strength 
Is different from that of a weak man. 
STRONG MAN 


An explanation, fool! you insult the power 
Within my arms, the glow within my blood, 
The ecstasy of muscles in my limbs. 


ASCETIC 


‘Tis often strength which makes the strong man weak 
While the sad weakness of a new-born babe 

Can conquer the proud strength in any man 

And win for it a golden victory. 


STRONG MAN 


I do not understand your maze of words. 
They are as hollow as your eyes which turn 
Inwards and lose human intelligence. 


ASCETIC 
How can you prove that you are truly strong? 
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STRONG Man 
More easily than you can you are a saint:-- 
Why, I can run across the world and reach 
Its utmost end of sapphires and of stars 
And then return to where you sit and dream 
And show you that my feet are fresh as flowers. 
What is your wager ? 


ASCETIC 


Nothing, for I know 
O Strong Man of the world! that though you reach 
The world's blue margin you will go no further 
Than this pale palm and these ascetic fingers. 


STRONG MAN 


You prattle so, you shadow of a parrot ! 

Then I will start my race and reach the end 
Of this world of silver light and azure shadow. 
Yea, I will reach it, leave my imprint there 
Then coming back to you make you my slave. 


ASCETIC 
Shree Ram, Jay Ram, Jay Jay Ram, Om. 


(darkness which represents the interval between the 
Strong Man starting to runand his return from the world's. 
end, as also the blindness of the strength of the body which 
tries insolently to challenge the tmmortal strength of the soul). 


ASCETIC 


Well, Man of power and pride, Man of the world | 
What tidings bring you from the world’s lone end ? 


STRONG MAN 
That you, in future, shall be my sworn slave 


To serve me till all heaven is burned away 
And the world shrivels like an old man’s skin. 


ASCETIC 
Have your feet touched the starry edge of the world? 


STRONG MAN 
Indeed, they are wedded to the ridge of the-world, 


100 Porms anp Prays 


ASCETIC 
What did you find there, Strong Man of the world ? 


STRONG MAN 
I came all face to face with five tall columns 
Of blue transparency shot through and through 
With crystaline resplendence as of stars. 
On them before I came I wrote a word 
In clear bold letters, and that word was POWER. 


ASCETIC 

(spreading his five fingers out like a fan) 
Did I not tell you, Strong Man of the world, 
That you would go no farther than this palm ? 
My fingers were the columns on the ridge 
Of the world and on them you have written power. 
Behold, I am the universe, I am 
The star-crowned sapphire margin of the world 
Since I have sat a naked lonely man 
On the grey-green edge of the hoary woods 
With eyes shut like a blind man’s which have lost light, 
The pale illusive light of outer things 
And won the secret of the Light of lights: 
Shree Ram, Jay Ram, Jay Jay Ram, Om! 


(Strong Man bends in adoration before Ascetic’s feet as the 
conquered before the conqueror) 


REVERIE 


Sweet, while we together stand 
Hand-in-hand 
On the painted shore of life 
Man and wife 
Full of dreaming and desire 
Full of fire 
Conscious that our love so pure 
Must endure 
Like a poet’s deathless rhyme 
Through all time : 
Sweet, while we together stand 
Hand-in-hand 
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Then a sorrow spreads its twain - 
Wings of pain 

In my heart and slowly sings 
Of dark things: 

“ All things must, some lonely day, 
Pass away, 

After one short scented hour 
Dies the flower, 

Honey-bees with purple lust 

Turn to dust 

And the song-bird in the sky 
Too must die, 

And all human joy alas ! 
Too shall pass 

And all human beauty’s breath 
Close in death.” 

Then my heart within me cries 
To the skies 

“ Art thou jealous, God above |! 
Of our love? 

Dost thou grieve to see us stand 
Hand-in-hand 

On the glimmering shore of life 
Man and wife 

Full of dreaming, full of fire 
And desire ?”” 

Blossomed His immaculate voice 
“T rejoice 

In the sorrow of the sod-:- 
I am God. 

Iam He that cannot bear 
Anywhere 

On the earth two lovers glad. 
I grow sad 

When their lips in passion meet 
Warm and sweet, 

When their eyes in dreaming hours 
Smell like flowers. 


When they seem to conquer death 
With their breath 
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Full of love and full of strength; . . 
When at length 

Loving they immortalise | 
Flesh that dies, 

When I see the loved and lover 
How I cover 

With my two hands both my eyes. 
In.the skies, 

And my heart within me aches _ 
So,-and breaks 

Into jealous sobs... Behold |! 
All the gold 

Of the warm sunrise is mine-:- 
Ruby wine _ 

Of the sunsets, too, I claim 
Diamond flame 

Of the stars my hands possess, — 
Loveliness 

Of the white moon's wandering spot 
I have wrought:-: 

I have myriad saints to love 
Me above, 

I have angels warm with wings,. 
Faery things 

In my sky to make me gay, 
And to play 

Rainbow gambols round my feet, . 
Smiling sweet 

Children who have died on earth 
Take new birth © 


At my throne to give me love::- 
But above, 
In the blue sky how I miss 
Human bliss ! 
For an im wn fro clay, . 
oe 
All the ve blue ee gold. . 


But alas, your, God. I 
And the sky. 


ee eee Aug 
Will not let né' break'the ‘bars 


~4t se Be 


Earth, ae hush 
All the music in its fate 
And create 
For myself another sky: 
’ God am I, 
Who can break as noné hath broke 
‘At a stroke, 
Magic of all woman’ s flesh 
‘And afresh 
Mould a Goddess for my white 
| God-delight. 
Magical my fingers burn, 
o, I turn 
Ata touch to godly gold 
Human mould.” 
Sweet, while we together stand 
Hand-in-hand, 
Who kriows? but lonely-God. may send 
A swift end 
To all our dreams of delicaté-dyed 
Human pride 
Drawing‘ one of us away 
From the clay, 
For His heart so jealous grows 
_ When He knows 
That two lovers, earth-born, clods, 
Love like Gods. 
Let Him do whate'er He will,-- 
Let Him fill 
Me with:foneliness. or you. 
Let Him do 
Aught to soothe the jealous smart 
Of His heart. 
We who know that you and I 
~ Cannot die, 
Conscious that our love s6- pur 
ust eridure 
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Shall we fear the cruel grim 
Ways of Him? 

We who have loved heart to heart 
Who can part ? 

We who have loved lip to lip 
Shall we slip 

Into poor dust unaware? 
Who shall dare 

To mix our bodies with the sod ? 
No! not God ! 

For He shall find our very eyes 
Turned into skies 

And know our human bodies hide 
Twin gods inside, 

And that the kisses we have known 
Have angels grown 

And now in us no more of clay 
To pass away. 


THE Two SHADOWS 


Last night upon a lonely branch 

I heard two owls a-shrieking 
And saw two sombre clouds above 

The moon's white brow a-streaking 
On earth below a worldly man 

Was to a harlot speaking. 


I thought I heard the two owls speak 
As brother unto brother 
“* Against all parenthood they sin, 
Sinning against each other. 
A father in his body dies 
And in her form, a mother, 


For every passing pleasure sown 

All life shall suffer later, 
Look, how they fall and falling stab 

The heart of their Creator.” 
‘Yea, both are whores,’ the other said, 

“ But pray, who is the greater ? 
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Tho one who sells herself tonight 

To buy her bread tomorrow 
Or he who buys the woman's flesh 

When, lusting, he would borrow 
Its beauty, lightly teaching it 

To earn the bread of sorrow?” 


So spake the two grey owls and fled 
Like dim prophetic sages. 
The dark clouds wrote a prophesy 
. Across the moon’s white pages: 
“ One woman and one man tonight 
Undo the work of ages.” 


WEARINESS 


I have grown weary of everything, of dreaming and love.and desire, 
Of terrible longings which torture and tear and burn the body 

like fire. 
I am weary of everything, my Love, and I would that I could be 
A lonely bird which whistles away its life in a woodland tree. 


I am tired of earth’s wild promises made to us again and again 
Tired of the lure of human lips and tired of passion and pain. 

I am tired of everything, my Love, and I would that I could change 
To a star of gold which broods at night alone on a mountain-range. 


I have grown weary of human eyes and of human hands and feet, 
Of this passionate flesh-imprisonment while the soul-wings burn 
and beat 
I am weary of everything O Love, I am weary and would that I 
Were a drop of rain which lies like a babe in the cloud-womb 
of the sky. 


HaAILSTORM AT NIGHT 
All night the wild wind wept and wailed 
And the black heavens hailed and hailed. 
The tall trees shook in the wild wind 
And earth was nearly stricken blind 
By the sharp lightning’s yellow shaft 
But God who loves to play with earth 
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Beyond the grim clouds sat and laughed 
To watch she mad and myriad birth 
Of hailstones wonderful and white 
And their adventurings a night 
Earthward... 

O lovely cold white things 
Whose beauty pales a poet's words 
In the dawn’s cool revealing light 
Lies a great heap of little birds 
Huddled in death whose drowsy wings 
You broke in the chill dark of night. 


You beautiful white stones of sky, 
We cannot suffer more your sight! 
You are as murderers to our eye, 

A scarlet hides behind your white! 


Come not to earth again, we cry, 
If you must make the small birds die. 


THe Lyric DARK 


T grow forgetful on a rainy day 

Of worldly tasks, for Some One seems to play 
Ten thousand melodies sudden and sharp 

As lightning on my body’s passive harp. 

Deep in a dream of clouds He wakes and strikes 
With hungry hands whatever tune He likes 
Wistful as water, terrible as fire 

Upon my heart as on a one-stringed lyre. 

The Player's touch in these dim rainy hours 
‘Wake: up in me a melody of flowers. 


Rose BEYOND ouR GRIEF 


His hands in utmost wisdom gives us pain 

Each one according to his suffering-power, 

Like clouds He breaks us into tears like rain 
To feed the Hidden Flower. 


It is my faith that God His shadow throws 
Upon the tree of life in perfect leaf. 
Our grief is but the shadow of a Rose 

Which grows beyond aur grief, 
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PRAYER 


Shatter these shadowy walls of shameless pride 

Which shut me darkly in on every side, 

And with a stroke of lightning crack the tower 

Of heaven-defiant inselence and power, 

And with a cleansing and almighty spark 

Kindle a conflagration in the dark 

And secret granaries of greed and lust:.. 

O cram my treasure-house with the grey dust 

Of gold and silver crushed beneath thy heel. 
-O strip my life of lies and let me feel 

Only the stainless purity and bliss 

Of body turned to ashes in thy kiss. 





SERPENT AND FLOWERS 
For hours and hotts 
The serperit moved and dreamed among the iowers 
A constant friend 
To flowers he turned flower in the end. 


THe Lie 


Somebody from the sunset sky 
Enquired,” Which is the greatest lie 
That ever was invented in 

Man’s subtle world of sin?’ 


God's beggar lean and hungry-eyed 
Outcasted from the temple-feast 

In an excited voice replied 

“It is the temple-priest.”’ 


CAMELS 


From faery pitchers dusk outpours 
Her subtle grey and fills 

With melody of silences 

The camel-coloured hills. 


Cloud-camels wander iri the sky’s 
Dim déserts lone and bare 
A-tinkling stars like silver bells 
Amid the dusky air. 
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Through deepening dusk I sit and gaze 
Into my spirit’s glass 

Wherein my visions, one by one, 

Like shadowy camels pass. 


THE Mouse-TRAP 


Of twisted wire I made a little house 

At dusk and set it in my haunted room 
Hoping to trap a lonely lingering mouse 
Which nibbled at the grain-heap in my house 
Far-hidden somewhere in the growing gloom. 


And when a pale thin dawn was in the sky 
I rose and heard within my narrow house 
Of crooked wants a sharp and desolate cry. 
Ah me, it was the pleading poignant cry 

Of my grey soul that trembled like a mouse. 


BLINDNESS 


Now will I close my body up in quiet 

And sit in the white shadow of still mind 

Apart from the mad multitudinous riot 

Of outer worlds through dearth of dream grown blind. 


Then wil] the little painted birds come perching 

Upon my body now at one with woods, 

And squirrels like swift flickering flames come searching 
Ripe meal of fruit within my burgeoned moods. 


Since in the high-born silences forever 

One sudden fire is lit in flesh and tree 
Extinguished only when our dead hands sever 
Our separate selves from single mystery. 


DEPENDANCE 


What can He do without our little human power ? 

How will He pass His long eternity of love 

Without our aid? He seeks from even the frailest flower 
On earth a share of strength to live His life above. 
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We give Him love, we build or break His home of sky, 
We tend the gardens of His peace until they flower 

In us He seeks His solace and forgets His cry:: 

We make Him richer and sublimer every hour. 


EARTH 


I am the mother of eternal things ; 

Unchanging children through the changing hours 

Of hues in hundreds and of wild sweet wings, 
‘Mother of fruits and flowers. 


I labour in an ecstasy of birth, 

Fire-rivers tingle in my veins like blood. 
Who knows what agony your mother Earth 
Goes through to shape a bud? 


To ancient mystery my limbs are tied 
In motherhood's majestic martyrdom. 
Lo, I am pulsing with perpetual pride 
Of poets yet to come. 


DAWN 
Through the unfathomable depths of dark 
Dawn drops to earth a lightly-blossomed rose. 
The pale sky lit with day’s prophetic spark 
Laughs inwardly and glows. 
The shadowy hills begin to chant aloud 
In audible crimson to the listening ray. 
God writes a purple message on the cloud 
“ Another golden day!” 


The fire of beauty thrills my dreamy sense, 
Frail lips of light all secretly I kiss. 

My heart-bud blossoms blossoms in intense 
Ecstatic pain of bliss. 


THE FOUNTAIN 


In every heart a jewelled fire 

Of holy love unconscious glows, 
The earthly seed of man's desire 
Gives birth to an immortal rose. 
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Each human body makes of mars 
The inspiration of the skies. _ 
There is no colour in the stars 

That is not drawn from mortal eyes. 


"Tis thus in human pride I sing 
Though none my music understand. 
“The faery palace of a king 

Is fashioned by a beggar’s hand.” 


THE PEASANT 


At the foot ofa tall palmyra tree 
A peasant old and grey 

Sat and watched the lonely sky 
At the dim blue end of day. 


He sat alone and his body seemed 

Part of the fields of rice 

Which lend themselves to the hungry scythe 
In a silent sacrifice. 


All quietly he sat and watched 
The vast and lonely sky 

As if he hid in his simple faith 
The ultimate reply. 


RHYTHM-HOUR 


The vision comes and goes 

Swift as a lightning flash behold afar 
Wherein my body dies into a rose 
And finds its rich fulfilment in a star. 


In vision’s fleeting hour 

I lose all consciousness of space and time 
And seem to pluck all heaven like a flower 
And hold the angels captive in a rhyme. 


And when the vision dies 

Back to a narrow world I come again 
Imprisoned in a cage of hands and eyes 
To feed alone on the dim fruit of pain. 
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INTERDEPENDENCE 


The spirit of a shooting-star 

Spoke through the silence from afar, 
“The utterance of each human lie 
Pulls down a star-life from the sky.” 


Then spoke the spirit of the field, 

“ My human friend! each time you yield 
Your soul to unbelief and doubt _ 

A blade of grass forgets to sprout.” 


Then Some One spoke within my soul 
‘“‘ Behold, your human hands control 
The forces of the world that need 
Truth in each daily word and deed.” 


FIRE 


“O who are you?” an infant asked 
The leaping flames whose red caress 
Caught his dead mother and unmasked 
Life in its lonely nakedness. 


Then came an answer from the fire 
Sudden and sharp across the gloom 
“Tam the terrible desire 

Which shaped you in the mother's womb.’ 


THe TREE 


I know a child who loves to spend 
Long hours in converse with a tree 
Who is to her a truer friend 

Than I can ever be. 


One day when a broad sunset stirred 

All heaven into changing hue 

I stood and listened to each word 
That passed between the two. 

“ How very tiring it must be 

To stand there so alone and mute 

Day after day O slender tree | 

With clay about your foot. 
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“ And does the hard earth never give 
Your foot a chance to move or bend ? 
It must feel very strange to live 

The way you do, my friend !"’ 


The lone tree shook its leaves and smiled 
Standing against a sunset-sky 

And then returned unto the child 

A rather quaint reply. 


‘‘ Although to you I seem to be 
A captive caught in common clay 
A sad and solitary tree 
Imprisoned here all day-:- 


“In truth, my little human friend! 
Flight-impulse in my heart I hold, 
I touch the world from end to end 
In freedom as of old. 


“My single slender foot that lies 
Apparently in earth's control 
Swifter than vision in your eyes 
Runs to its godly goal. 


“ Your little feet have yet to learn 

My single foot’s eternal tune 

Which pulses past the ways that burn 
In star and sun and moon::-" 


Then darkness closed around the tree 

And hid tt from the child away. 

That night, perchance, she dreamed that she 
Alone was caught in clay. 


THe Great Captive 


God is as much a prisoner, dear friend, as you or I, 
His potency is limited and narrow is His being. 

And whilst we struggle on the earth He weepeth in sky, 
Held in innumerable bonds, for an eternal freeing. 


God is a mighty captive in the sky's enamelled tower, 
Vast ages greyly wander and in pity pass Him by. 

He dare not even save the fragile murder of a flower 
Nor hush the arrow-wounded bird's heart-agonising cry. 
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FREEDOM 


The star-wings caught in the sky’s blue mesh, 

The flower's wild foot in the cold grey clod. 

The soul-wings prisoners were in the flesh, 
And so was God. 


A red bird sang in a strong dull cage 

And it sang a strange sad song to the stars. 

“Freedom was fashioned in every age 
Behind the bars." 


Then wherefore struggle and wherefore strive 
To find escape from a prison of pain. 
Desire for flight in us still is alive 

Because of the chain. 
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THE GARDEN OF ISOLATION 
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Have you ever seen the lonely 

Garden of Isolation ? Come with me, but only 

Tf your heart is brave enough to bear the song 
Which a mournful voice keeps humming all day long 
In the voiceless branches. Ltke a flame tt cleaves 
All the garden burning up its buds and leaves ; 
Like a sword it flashes tn the hueless sky 

Till the breast of every cloud that passes by 

Drips with scarlet water over sleeping birds, 
And a potson-worm ts hidden in the words 

Of the song that voice of sorrow sings alone. 
In the garden we will stt ona grey stone, 
A grey stone of broken dreams and slowly cast 
A sad look together, friend | into the past. 

There's no future in that garden, there ts none, 
Only the past dwells there under a grey sun 
Fixed and stationary like smoky eye 

In the middle of a solitary sky. 

Tf you would enier, enter there with stlent tread 
For that garden ts a garden for the dead. 
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I've nothing more to live for---I have tossed you 

Like a young red-gold leaf of Spring about, 

And now the Spring is dead and I have lost you 
Beyond a doubt. 


You have bled long and borne a strange unkindness 

With all an angel's patience through long years. 

You shed, though I beheld not for my blindness, 
Lone bitter tears. 


The whitening years are slowly gathering in 
And every inch of me is growing old. 
Dark shadows of the memory of sin, 

Hide up the gold 


Of life and the red youth which once was ours::: 
How lonely are the noons and nights and morns, 
Lo, in return for all your proffered flowers 

I gave you thorns. 


Day after day you wailed and no one heard, 
Night after night your eyes grew pale and paler, 
In sorrow's cage I gaoled you, lovely bird ! 

I was your gaoler. 


I held the key which shut behind the bars 

Your beauty and your freedom and your song. 

Shut from the light all day, away from stars 
The whole night long. 


How patiently you bore the pain I gave you 

Bravely you died behind the prison-gate, 

Now in the fading eve I run to save you 
Too late, too late ! 


The sun has set, the hues of eve are paling 

Night comes without a star. I sit apart 

On the grey stones of life and hear a wailing 
Deep in my heart. 


Out of my life the coloured lights are gone, 

Deep dark surrounds me and I cannot see. 

Night, sorrowful], immense, without a dawn 
Descends on me. 
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I dreamed that you were dead. 
White at my feet your lonely tomb was lying 
Under a chill blue crescent. Overhead 
A solitary bird was crying, crying:-- 
“But now the young daybreak 
Pours through the plum-red blind in a silver stream. 
Out of the wistful woeful dream I wake 
And wonder if my waking be a dream. 


The day is tinged with gloom ! 

My haunted heart is trying, trying, trying, 

Hard to forget the crescent and the tomb 

And one bird's solitary crying, crying:-- 
3 


The dawn hangs like a red-grey lotus on 
Night's drooping stalk. 

I wake before the singing birds and go at dawn 
Out for a walk. 


The road is full of sleep, the pale stars grow 
Paler above. 

Like a grey shadow in the grey half-light I go, 
A man in love 


With everything of beauty on the earth: 
Stars winds and dawns, 

Delicate perfume of flowers and colours that take birth 
Blue, silver, bronze 


In clouds which come at eve and morn and pass, 
Leaves dew-empearled, 

Stones and green birds. Deep in my soul as in a glass 
I see the world. 


But there is still a loneliness which grows 
Twixt star and star 

Wind and wind, water and water, rose and rose 
Since you are far. 
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In the grey gradual light I saw you stand 
With a strange blood-red flower in your hand 
While yet the world was cradled in a deep 
Caress of dreams, and roads still half-asleep 
Heard not the early wayfarer’s first tread 
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And ere my drowsy hands could stretch to hold 
Your wondrous flower of red 
You cast a mournful glance at me and fled 
In your great car of gold. 


Weeping I dropped asleep again 

And dreamed a lonely dream perfumed with pain 

While the dawn bloomed around my idle be:! 
Like a great flower of red. 

The blinded meaning of your blossom broke 

Across my soul and in that burning hour 

. My life put forth a sudden blood-red flower. 
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To what extent do we control 

The workings of the flesh and soul ? 
I often wonder if at all 

We have the power to rise or fall 
According as we will--- 


We are 
Companion with the travelling star, 
The silent tree, the fire, the gem 
Controlled and charioted with them 
By some inviolate and old 
Invisible law which aches to mould 
Out of the pain of cloud and man 
A dream of paradisal gold 
Dreamed long before the world began. 


I've never repented before as I repent now, 

Come back, I cry to life and to love, but in vain. 

The Jamp of my body is broken, its flame is spent now, 
The night is come, and I am alone in my pain. 


The night is here and my unaccustomed feet 

Seek blindly the way that in future they fain would 

The way is lonely, the sky is a winding sheet _[{tread. 
Which covers up the palsied stars which are dead. 


Wherever I turn my steps a sharp thorn breaks 
And seems to sting my feet like a terrible flame. 
At every step I hear the hissing of snakes 
The sharp wild hiss of the snakes of my sorrow and 
: shame. 
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‘ever repented before as I repent now! 
Comé back, I cry to life and to love, but in vain. 
The lamp of ny body is broken, its flame is spent now, 
The night is come and I am alone with my pain. 


Let us forget the past, the weary past 
Filled full of broken music and the cry 
Of terrible despair. Let us at last 
Together like angelic splendours lie 
In the wild woods where the dove makes her moan 
And the young shadows of the morning cast 
Their tremulous coolness over blade and stone. 


The past is dead and gone, the future lies 
Stainless and beautiful for you and me. 

O come, sweet comrade! henceforth we will be 
As holy beings in each others eyes. 


While there is so much beauty everywhere 
Why need our hearts despair ? 
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Farewell was spoken at the dead of night 

In the deep dark when all the world was still 

And the pale solitude of starry light 
Brooded upon the hill. 


When one by one the heavy- hearted hours 

Crept out of the sad dark and passed us by, 

When birds were sleeping under leaves, and flowers 
Under a star-sad sky. 


Farewell was spoken then and no one heard 

And in the dark we wept our sorrowful tears. 

Deep in our hearts the bitter memory stirred 
Of strange unhappy years, 


Of bygone years which we could well have tutned 

Into the gold of gleaming memories--- 

Then the dawn came and a clear rose-fire burned 
Upon the hills and trees. 


It was the dawning of a rose-red light 
For them whose feet trod on the level track 
Of unadventurous life... For us, a night 

‘ Of solitary black, 
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And yet for fear the men of earth should ask 
The cause of clouded brows and shadowed eyes 
Bravely, beloved, we put on a mask 

Of merry painted lies. 


Crowded gay fools around to wish us well 

Just at the time when we were best alone, 

Seeing not behind our mask our secret hell 
And hearing not our moan. 


They came between us with their little speech 

When in our hearts the silence of a tomb 

Weighed heavily and we were fain to reach 
Each other in the gloom. 


But then farewell was spoken in the night 

And we had torn ourselves away at dawn 

O love, each in the pallid mournful light 
Lonely to journey on. 


The evening came, a spectral thing of pain, 
The stars were blurred for us. Only the glare 
Of green and scarlet of a railway train 

At us began to stare. 


The whistle went, the monster glided past 

Dividing me from you, and in that hour 

Suddenly out of the mist of anguish vast 
You blossomed like a flower. 


A flower of wondrous loveliness whose breath 
Flowed like sweet wine and warmed my life within. 
Lo, I revived and rose out of the death 

Of blind and bygone sin. 
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Do not despair for I shall love you still 

With love as calm and holy as the cloud 

Of rose and amber closing round yon hill 
Untroubled, tranquil-browed. 


What is it that has made us pass the hours 

In restless anguish and unhappy tears 

When we together could have flung sweet flowers 
Along the road of years ? 
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Have we been helpless captives idly led 
_sjither and thither by the starry whim 
Qf heaven to fulfil some hidden red 
Relentless mood of Him ? 


God knows, but we have striven hard to rise 
Above the threats of circumstance, above 
The plotting look of His sidereal eyes 

So jealous of our love. 


Yea, He has always baffled us and won. 

See, how a red gleam in His eye is born ! 

Out of our grief He made the golden sun 
And lit the purple morn. 


We have now done with weakness and with Him. 
No more shall we be conquered by His will. 
We will be strong in human love and dim 

His stars on yonder hill. 


Strong in our love whose white immortal glow 
Can pale the splendour of the moon and sun. 
He will not hurt us then for He will know 

The strength of two grown one. 
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All things O sad beloved, will pass away, 

The gleaming blossom and the perfumed clay, 
The quiet coloured lights of eve will pale 
And the wind cease to wail 

And life be over like a faery-tale. 


Between the petals of life's gaudy rose 

- Death like a subtle wind forever blows. 
After the myriad suffering of years 
Peace like a friend appears 
And with his kind hands wipes away our tears. 
Thank God that everything will end in death, 
Longing and love and this poor human breath, 
A woman's lips and the shy twilight star 
And lovely things that are 
Alive this moment but dead things afar. 
All things will tread and go the way they came::: 
Between a white flame and a ruby flame 

_ Of peace and anguish they go moving on. 
And when all these have gone | 
Only the Soul will burn in its own dawn. 
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Beyond the red flame and beyond the white, 
A shadowless and high-born thing of light 
In the deep silence beyond mortal moan 
Upon a starry throne 

Crowned monarch of the kingdom of Alone. 


All things O sad beloved, will pass away : 

My passion's flaming flower and the sweet clay 

Of your hypnotic body and the tree 

Of life’s dim ecstasy 

Whose boughs have watched the love of you and me. 


All things will pass away in a last cry : 
The water and the deer and you and I 
And drowsy shadows over us will creep, 
Life drop into a deep 

Dreamless superb and solitary sleep. 


Then wherefore weep, O bitter wounded heart ? 
Why then O foolish eyes, do teardrops start. 
Out of the secret caverns of your pain? 
Be glad, for like the rain 
You will soon pass and never come again. 
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The cold winds are blowing 
Hither and thither 
Something is making 

The red rose wither. 
Something is making 

The teardrops start 

Deep in the blackbird’s 
Velvety heart. 

The red rose a-dying © 

At last is now dead. 

In the blackbird’s bosom 
Its petals are red. 

The cold winds are blowing 
Hither and thither 
Something is making 

My young heart wither. 

My heart is drying 

Up like a rose. 

My heart is dying 

And nobody knows, 
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O lucky red rose! 
Faded and gone::- 
Death's long darkness 
Haunts me at dawn. 


It is an endless 
Failing of breath 
Just falling short of 
A final death. 
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Yea, I have broken you as a storm breaks 
A tender flower 
And now, too late, too late my spirit wakes 
In a lone hour 
To all the havoc that these hands have wrought 
O wondrous Sweet 
Woman of splendid dreams! God knows, I thought 
To bathe your feet 
In an incessant stream of Love's own tears, 
But when the strife 
Commenced of terrible tempestuous years 
Of cold and cruel life 
And the dark tragedy of daily bread 
For you and me began 
The god, the lover in me stricken dead, 
I soon became a man 
Like one men, the callous man whose aim 
Is but to strive and win 
A little bread and just a little flame 
To light a little inn. 


But the high dream in me began to wage 
War with this man of clay 
Dreams which have followed me from age to age 
And cannot pass away. 
Between high dreaming and the narrow scope 
Of winning daily bread 
I struggled and grew weary and did grope 
In darkness and in dread 
And in that dark again and yet again 
I smote you to the heart 
And now at last I wake to share your pain, 
To share your bitter smart, 
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Yea I have broken you as a storm breeze © 
A tender bough 

And now too late my spirit strives to ease 
Your bleeding brow. 
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Now when the flesh has sinned, the spirit grows 
A lonely outcaste with-tear-streaming eyes 
Amid this host of gold and green and rose 

In tranquil evening skies. 


All life is touched with anguish. I awake 

Through the deep night of penitence and seem 

All suddenly estranged from wood and lake, 
From love and you and dream. 


O loneliness of sin! I yearn to weep 

But in my eyes the tears ere they can start 

Change to a little vapour in the deep 
Fires of my sinful heart. 


O what a cruel thing it is to slip 

From the immortal heights of peace which rise 

Snow-crowned of God in star-companionship 
With blue unruffled skies. 


The memory of heaps of broken hours 

Haunts me and casts a gloom across my mind. 

I cannot bear the fragrance of sweet flowers 
Which float upon the wind; 


I cannot bear the music of the flute 

Which like a sob comes through the silent noon. 

I cannot bear to see the wandering fruit 
White-mellowed of the moon. 


Weird days of sin like spectres dance around 

My dusks of silver and my purple morns. 

O sad beloved, mine own hands have crowned 
Me with a crown of thorns. 
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When twilight filled the summer sky 
With dusky coloured gloom 

A. gorgeous-coated butterfly 

In secret loved a bloom. 
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And no one knew how tenderly 
The bloom and butterfly 

Did love each other underneath 
The vast aud shadowy sky. 


But in the end the butterfly 
Who dared not breathe his love 
To any one, except, perhaps 
The twilight-sky above 


Was forced by fate to leave the bloom 
And from it rudely part. 

And now both bloom and butterfly 
Are bleeding at the heart. 


Nobody knows, nobody knows 
The very tragic tale 

Of the young bloom and butterfly 
Who loved behind a veil. 
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O heart who weep today 
In your sorrow. 

A gold streak will displace the streak of grey 
Tomorrow. 


Today is sad and cold 
Do you say ? 

Preserve an equipoise between the gold 
And grey 


Of life which is a strange 
Pantomime 

Of death and birth, sorrow and joy and change 
And time. 


Preserve an equipoise::: 
Like the grass 
Human sorrows are and human joys, 
They pass. 


O heart, why weep today? 
Joy and sorrow 

Like two brother-clouds will pass away 
Tomorrow. 
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My love and I will meet each other again, 

O joy, it is going to be soon and very soon. 

And when we meet we will kiss each other's pain, 
Kiss each other's pain away under the moon. 


Though I have wounded my love she will come to me 
For she, my love, is so generous, she is so kind 

Pour more goldenly, light of day, on the tree | 

Touch the leaves at twilight more tenderly, wind ! 


Though I have spoken to her unbeautiful words, 
Though I have broken her heart she will come again. 
Sing more sweetly at dawn, O beautiful birds ! 

Slip more silverly over the stones, O rain ! 
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ESTRANGEMENT 


For some strange cause we drifted day by day 
Unconsciously, and now at last we stand 

Like two sad strangers in an unknown land 
Against the evening's solitary grey. 

Only a dim and empty sky above 

Mournful and Jone and vast like human love 
Grown to a thing forgotten far-away. 

We are both lonely and the night is deep, 
Desire within our hearts has dropped asleep. 
How like an orphan child grown tired of play, 
The lamp is shattered to a hundred pieces. 
The house is dark, the joyous music ceases, 
Death plants a shadowy rose upon the way. 

“ Alas, have you not heard, have you not heard 
The stream is dry?” so sings a lonely bird 
To the pale picture moulded out of clay. 
Estranged we stand under the brooding skies 
And slowly gazing at each other's eyes 
Discover we have nothing more to say. 


SEPARATION 


The stone is lonely by the river lying 

Under a naked solitary sky. 

The bird on yonder bough at dawn is crying 
A lonely cry. 


The wind is lonely through the woodland wailing 
When daylight of the world is taking leave. 
How lonely the autumn-cloud goes sailing 

In the still eve. 


This world of shadows and of stars is only 

A lonely utterance of a long goodbye. 

Water and earth and sky are very lonely 
And so am I, 
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THE FLUTE of DEATH 


The wind is blowing tonight, 

A keen and a wailing wind, 

That wanders over the ridge of the world 
Like one who has lost his mind. 

Its restless wandering feet 

Through the lonely deepening gloom 
Sound like the feet of a dead man roaming 
Far from his distant tomb. 


I am trying to sleep and forget 
In my body and soul and breath 
I hear a pale ghost playing alone 
The sombre music of death. 

At the innermost heart of things 
With a dull blue flame in its eyes 
Feeding upon the fruit of our dreams 
A serpent irony lies. 

I have held a hundred loves 
And longings under control 

Till hungry and cold and naked 
They have perished in my soul. 


Again and again and again 

I awake to new desires 

Which, weary with unfulfilment 
Are scorched in their own red fires, 
I strive to rise like an eagle 

Above great mountains of pain 

But my wings being worn and weary 
I drop to the earth again. 


O God, if only the wind 

Would cease to make its moan 

And a cloud close up yon crescent which hangs 
In the sky like a dead man’s hone. 

I would I could sleep tonight 

But I hear the haunting tune 

Of Death who sits and plays in a graveyard 
Under the crescent moon. 
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I grow more lonely day by day. 
There's very little left to say, 

Since all my dreams have died away 
And left my heart to muse alone 
Over the ashes greyly cast 

Across my future by the past, 

And now I have begun at last 

To feel as quiet as a stone. 


Who drives me thus from doom to doom ? 
Who goads me on from gloom to gloom ? 
Say, will this darkness ever bloom 

Into a smile of dawning sky ? 

I do not know, I do not care 

Now that I have outgrown despair, 

And even turned away from prayer 

And have grown deaf to mine own cry. 


My life has been a life of tears 

Of broken dreams and lampless years, 

I cry for love and no one hears, 

How long this heart must wait, who knows? 
But I have faith that at the end 

When evening-shades on me descend 

This thorny way which now I wend 

Will meet me with a silent rose. 


EVENING STARS 


Lo, between the window-bars 
I can see the eve come on 
With a consciousness of stars 
And tomorrow's dawn. 


There | the star of evening breaks 
Like a tear-drop in the sky 

And a comrade teardrop wakes 
Star-shot in my eye. 


One by one the stars begin 

To blossom like angelic flowers 
As proof that God forgives all sins 
In this sad world of ours. 
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A Sone or Rep AND GREY 
He learns to make the morn 
And fill a redness in the skies 
Because out of my pain is born 
A redness in my eyes. 


And at the end of day 

A greyness in the ruffled sea 
Because of the unending grey 
Of loneliness in me. 


A Sone oF BLACK AND GREY 


1 


I have trod a road of wine-red pleasure 
Over and over again 

But it has only led my footsteps 
Into a house of pain. 


I have lived a life of golden leisure 
Of idle and dreamless rest, 

But now at the end of day poignant 
Sorrow sings in my breast. 


All suddenly my sleep has been broken, 
And now I wake with a start 

From the torpid trance of treacherous pleasure 
The slow sad sleep of the heart. 


What is this human lifetime meant for ¢ 
What is the meaning of years ? 
This is the sudden terrible question 
I ask through a veil of tears. 


Dumb with a deep and silent anguish 
I pass those penitent hours 

A sudden exile to bees which wander 
Gathering honey from flowers. 


Tonight the night is very lonely, 
Very lonely and deep 

I close my burning eyes and struggle 
With sorrow and try to sleep. 
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But a thousand thoughts come thronging thronging 
The more I try and forget 

The more my haunted heart remembers 
And my cheeks with tears are wet. 


2 
From path to path the livelong day 
In the dust and sun 
I roam amid a crowd of men, 
A very lonely one. 
In a labyrinth of clamourous cries 
I lose my way 
But find lonesome heart again 
At the twilit end of day. 
Lone in the grey and solemn light, 
Sitting apart 
I call up all my dreams and hold 
Hushed converse with my heart. 
And with the paling of the sweet 
Pearl-glimmering eve, 
For lovely days long-dead and lost 
I seem to sigh and grieve. 
I often wonder who Iam::: 
I seem so strange 
In mine own eyes, being one whose life 
Has been so full of change. 
I cannot recognise myself, 
My heart of gloom 
Is restless like a prisoner 
In a dark prison-room. 
On the loud winding ways of men 
All day I roam 
And in the quiet twilight come 
Back to my heart and home. 
Only to find them aching with 
A lonely, deep 
Silence of night about to come 
Without one hour of sleep. 
O whither shall I'turn my steps ? 
O whither lies 
The path which brings with Geleteeea 
Sleep-for the sleepless eyes ? 


SONNETS 
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Life like an arrow from some hunter’s bow 
Glimmers awhile and passes out of sight. 

The music of our hearts before we know 
Grows tired and dies away into the night. 

Ere these our blind and earnest hands can light 
The body’s earthen lamp, the sharp winds blow 
Each hopeful spark out, leaving us to go 

In utter darkness through life's lonely fight. 


Life is a phantasy of fading gleams, 

A pale procession of pathetic tears 
Seeking in vain joy's long-imagined goal--- 
Since the poor compass of its fleeting years 
Affords us but a little space for dreams 
And cramps the mighty vision of the soul. 


Why dol love you? Ask the poet why 

He loves to sing his songs by silent streams, 
And ask the far look in the dreamer's eye 
Why it so loves to go in quest of dreams. 


Why dollove you? Ask the prisoner 

Why he loves liberty ; and the lone mother 
The babe which clings so tenderly to her ; 
Ask God and saint why they love one another. 


Why dol love you? There's a deeper reason 
Then even we can ever hope to learn ! 

In us begins the birth of every season:-: 

Had I not loved, would you have seen stars burn 
Or the tide leap or the great oceans pour 

Their wealth of glimmering shells along the shore? 
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O God, my God! when will this world be freed 
Of heartless tyrants holding it in thrall? 

The thick uncanny lips of lust and greed 

To the lone travellers on Life's highway call, 


And glutton avarice whose every need 

Begets another laughs to see us fall. 

How like pale muddy worms we creep and crawl 
And on the corpse of our own passions feed. 


But yet, my God, the fire still burns within you | 
Swift days and nights speed in their olden cars. 
Our voice of dark temptation cannot win you; 
What though we print upon you wounds and scars 
Hoping a better world you still continue 

To light your dawns, your sunsets and your stars. 


There's something in you which I long to grasp | 
Alas, the more I cling to you the less 

I seem to capture ; what I fain would clasp 

Slips to an agonising emptiness. 


Your sweetest laughter dies into the wail 

Of memory and leaves my soul to pine. 
When will this dim impenetrable veil 

Cease to divide your living touch from mine ? 


Lo, He who never sought to veil or hide 

The naked pulsing of each star and dove, 
Who wooes the naked heavens like a bride 
And shapes His naked world on world above, 
He weeps to see flesh-raiment thus divide 
Through the long ages Love from naked Love. 
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Half of me wanders over earth, and half 
Dreams in the heavens with a silent heart. 
The earthly part of me doth weep and laugh.-. 
Nor smile nor tear disturbs the heavenly part. 


I live two lives... The restless life on earth 

Which roams and like a shadow seeks the light, 
And the calm life which past all death and birth 
Fulfils its ancient beauty on the height. . 


You only know this earth-born part of me 
Which in its wild impetuous struggle mars 

Our mortal life's joy-continuity, 

Which chafes against the chains and on the bars 
Strikes tired music... Would your eyes could see 
Its twin which dreams among angelic stars. 


Behold, I revel in the delight of being... 

I drink the air like wine and bathe in sunlight ! 

All shadows flee now that His hands have spun light 
Oe'r earth's dim level in the delight of being. 


Chains chant to me the music of all freeing. 

Now for the gloom within me has begun light--- 

I know, I know my God, Thou art the One Light 
Whose least white gleam restores the sight its seein g. 


Dances the clod in the delight of being... 

A flutist plays soft ragas in a stone. 

The hour of peace has come and I have grown 
A very god, in the delight of being. 

The ways I trod in the delight of being 

Have led me to the Inn of the Alone. 
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“What could His heart have felt when first He saw 
Creation as its twinkling lights began 

To dance according to His rhythmic law, 

When the first thunder pealed and lightning ran 


And the young rainbow’s seven-coloured fan 
Hung delicately from the tempest’s claw; 
What did He feel when He beheld the plan 
Of His first universe without a flaw ?”’ 


You ask me this first thing today at morn: 
Life of my heart! beside your bed I kneel 
And kiss your eyes and whisper you reply : 

“ When you beheld our little baby born 
That listening night in May, what did you feel? 
So felt the Maker of the earth and sky !" 


How oft, O tender songbird, have I bruised you 
And streaked with blood the wonder on your wings. 
Lute of my soul ! how harshly I have used you 
Baffling the kindly music in your strings. 

How have I plucked you, Blossom of my life | 

And trod upon you with a careless foot. 

Love's golden Tree ! how oft my reckless knife 

Of ruthless pride has cut you to the root. 


But now the memory of each bygone deed 

Haunts me and hurts me with a ghostly power. 
While Love was ours I sowed me bitter seed 
Which now unfolds black flower by shadowy flower 
Whose perfumes rise within my blood and choke 
My days and nights of dreams like heavy smoke. 
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Though you have been inconstant as the wind 
And restless as the moon-enchanted tide, 

Still have I fondly nestled by your side 

And loved you with a changeless love and blind ; 
For you rose-chains of myriad longing twined 
And lit the lamp of love your feet to guide. 

Yea, in the blood of dreams these hands have dyed 
The changing garments of your minstrel’s mind. 


Since there has ever been this faith in me 

That your wild moods, which like the seawaves swell 
And burst, are but the symbols of the sea 

Within whose peaceful depths they fain would dwell, 
And you, the combat of eternity 

With time, the builder of its prison-cell. 


Through the deep shadows in these rainy hours 
The ghost of memory treads a lonely way 
Humming the music of a bygone day. 

The haunting fragrance of Love's bygone flowers 
Wakes in my soul-:- Behind a silent veil 

Dead nights and days with footfall faint and slow 
Pass like a grey procession in a tale 

Written by some sad writer long ago. 


The dusk is rain-wet. In my room I sit 

And through the window watch the clouds above. 
The hours glide on, the evening lights are lit 
And I am full of a strange, sorrowful love 

Which seems to stand awaiting in the gloom 

An answer from some dead beloved’s tomb, 
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Through years of seeking I have learned this much 
That God, to test the truth of our desire, 

Takes us deliberately through paths of fire ; 

All grief is but the sweetness of His touch 

Who hungers for our friendship night and day, 
Reminding us in sorrow that He lives. 

Ah Love, the many gifts He takes away 

Are poor beside the many gifts He gives. 


Has God's white lightning struck the little flower 
Which you so loved and cherished and adored ? 
Then take it as a herald to the shower 

Which in His gentlest mercy will be poured 

To speed for you, perchance, the blossoming hour 
This time, of the large blossom of the Lord. 


What! seek the ancient Lover on the heights 
Of desolate mountains where man never trod? 
Lo, I have found Him in the little lights 

Of baby’s smiling eyes and in the broad 

And tender dawn which wakes the poorest clod, 
And in your beauty flooding all my nights. 
Shall I turn wilful stranger to the sights 

Of common earth, the oldest Home of God? 


Nady, not for me the seeker’s naked staff.-- 

For what were such ascetic seeking worth 

Far from the crowded ways where mourn and laugh 
The multitudes God fashioned into birth 

Where half in silent deepening shadows, half 

In light, He builds His heaven out of earth? 
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All flesh forgot the spirit wakes and broods 

In the strange half-light of the hidden deeps 
Which spreads a faery magic on the woods 

And like a pregnant deer at twilight leaps. 
Weary of dancing in the shadow sleeps 

Desire, the serpent with a hundred hoods. 

Now gleams a searching sickle-blade which reaps 
In silence the rich harvest of my moods, 


The half-light grows into a glare and turns 

The light of common day--:The snake, Desire, 
Beside the dead green water, wakes and burns 
Spreading its hundred hoods of shadowy fire. 


The harvest's done, the mighty dream has passed.. 


O God | is it the last ? Is it the last ? 


O I am weary of your waywardness, 

Wild changing moods of which your life is made, 
And the sweet blossom of your kind caress 
Which slips all suddenly into a blade 

To bruise my love and make my soul afraid. 
And I am weary of your hands which bless 
Awhile in utmost love and tenderness 


Which, ere the blessing crown me, pass and fade. 


And yet, since moods are to you what the wing 
Is to the bird, and the warm gold-lit air 

To the young flower, I would not have you bring 
A constant mood to ease my heart's despair, 

For O | if it should make you cease to sing 

The hush would be too terrible to bear. 
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Transcended worlds in me, I reach the goal. 
The body's clinging dust no more can mar 
The ecstasy of the transcended soul 

Who sublimates each speck into a star, 

And what was once a hindrance and a bar 
To the soul's flight held back in dark control 
Grows to a priceless portion of the whole 
Eternal Beauty calling from afar. 


The liberated soul from age to age 

Wanders within a world of weary things, 

Nor yearns to soar above the world’s wide cage 
Far from the agony of captive wings, 

For she, of her own pleasure, still remains 

To share the ponderous weight of other's chains, 


Sweet Love, the world grows gloomy in your gloom, 
~ Skies lose their colour and a cold wind blows 

Its cruel breath into my little room. 

Sone of flame shot from a hundred bows 

Hurtle around me and my body throws 

A shadow on itself as on a tomb 

Wine the spirit like a buried rose 
Ls {Shrinks and forgets the season of its bloom. 


Seti then lone-seated on the ashen verge 
:4Of mournful memory and silent tears 
Life seems a plaintive echo of the dirge 
Of broken dreams and dim despondent years 
‘Which with its drowsy music drowns the urge 
‘owards the happy love of heaven-born seers. 
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Forgive me, Master, for the precious hours 

Of life light-squandered in impetuous pride ; 

For treading on the sacred garland-flowers 

You crowned my soul with, calling her your bride. 
Forgive me for Youth's mad deliberate waste, 

Its shattered lamp, shed wine and broken flute, 

Its obstinate self-will that would not taste 

Your shining offerings of inward fruit. 


Forgive, and draw me home:::The daylight dies | 

I tire of ways which once I loved to roam. 

There is a weary burning in my eyes 

Which yearn for sleep and silence--- Take me home 
Away from dust and penury and heat 

To rest in the soft shadows of your feet. 


Yea, we are lonely creatures, you and I, 

A lonely voice is ever making moan 

Between man’s little earth and God's great sky; 
There's loneliness in every star and stone. 

The mighty ocean with its myriad tone 

Is yet at best a lonely infant's cry. 

Yea, we are lonely creatures till we die 

And pass forever into the Alone. 


We are as lonely shells One Sea has hurled 
Upon the shore, each with a different fate. 
We are a hundred little worlds who wait 
To be absorbed into the Single World, 
While mortal loneliness is but the sign 

Of the self-prisonment of the Divine. 
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In vain you strive to find a swift escape 
From the stern will of God who ever uses 
Our bodies as mere tools wherewith to shape 
Whatever dream He in His heaven chooses. 
We strike blind human hands in helpless rage 
Against the stony silence of the sky, 

For lo, His purpose is a bolted cage 

And ours the captive's ineffectual cry. 


Be still, be still my soul, and end the strife, 

This shadowy struggle which but brings you tears, 
Declare defeat and know yourself a clod 

If you would learn the ecstasy of life, 

The exquisite significance of years 

The proud responsibility of God. 


I am caught in a whirlwind:--The firm ground 
On which I stood a little while ago 

Seems by unholy hands swung to and fro ; 

My restless blood goes whirling round and round 
To the grim echo of a ghostly sound 

As though some secret devil scratched his bow 
Across the strings of heaven and played a slow 
And sleepy tune while I was being drowned. 


God, what a dungeon-cavern---Not a spark 

To light its gloom--:All naked and alone 

I move, an aimless captive in the dark, 

And to my chains of lead make helpless moan 

Until the gentle Gaoler comes, when hark | 

Splendour and song stream through the walls of stone. 
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‘Now wakes the lonely Lover in my being 

And yearns to meet the lonely Love in Thine. 
Let us a little while enjoy a freeing 

From body's love which surfeits like strong wine. 
The spirit singeth to his one-stringed lyre 

A song of the beloved without form 

In whose cool breath the body's little fire 

Dies and whose silence stops its little storm. 


Something has crept into our lives tonight 
Which makes us love as we have never done-:: 
We have become the silence and the light 

Of stars, the rising of tomorrow's sun, 

The slumber of the stone, the mountain-height 
Since we who loved like two now love like one. 


Love, should the world with myriad voices praise 
These little songs sung through the wandering years, 
I'll come to Thee in sorrow and in tears 

And offer Thee the silence of my days. 

And should it speak with kindness of my art, 

I'll sweep my soul's deceptive veils aside 

Master, and in Thy great forgiveness hide 

The utter destitution of my heart. 


But should the world fling bitter words at me 
And name me ragged beggar of the street, 
Mock at my life's apparent penury 

And laugh to see my weary blood-stained feet, 
I will unmask me and reveal to it 

Thy kingly palace-halls within me lit, 
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Henceforth I will be pure in thought end deed 
And live for others every passing hour ; 

I will die into beauty as a seed 

Losing all trace of self dies into flower ; 

Or like a cloud that dies shedding its shower 
Swift to fulfil the poor clod’s lightest need, 
For in all things you hide your regal power 
Behind a mask of name and caste and creed. 


Wearing their chains I will be free from chains. 
With this deep vow all sadness disappears | 

I touch Thy peace past mortal joys and pains, 
Thy silent smile which runs behind all tears:+- 
Now Self has withered---only Love remains 

To light eternal meaning in the years, 


Shall I give way in the despondent ‘dark 

To dull annihilation, shut my eyes 

To the great Beauty, whose perpetual spark 
Lights the grey gloom and bids the dead arise 
What, shall I cease to chant because the blast 

Of broken hopes has drowned my songs awhile ? 
Or weep in grief because a shade has cast 

Its blinding veil across the spirit's smile ? 


Ah foolish Soul! the storm which rages must 
Weary of its own voice make way for peace 
Behold, a golden seed blooms in the dust 
And out of dusk stars leap in proud release, 
As from the dust and dark of broken things 
The bird of glory soars on shining wings. 
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With every sorrow common to us twain 

We come a little closer to the deep 
Soul-comradeship we lose in the slow sleep 
Of earthly pleasures. Sorrow is the rain 
Which stirs life’s desert into golden grain 
And makes its harvest fit for God to reap. 
We come most near to heaven when we weep 
And comprehend God's mystery in pain. 


Fear not, He is our Friend who never fails 
Nor falters in His love. His hands are sure 
And steady when they hold the mighty scales. 
He takes us through the fire to make us pure, 
And in our swiftly-fleeting bodies hails 

Dim future images that will endure. 


We can transmute all pain if we entrust 

Our lives to Him who lights the stars above 
Through the deep night, who loves us with the love 
Which brings about rose-marriages in dust. 

We can draw utmost sweetness from all sorrow 

If we but bear it trusting in His plan 

Who sets rich struggles in the heart of man 
Between a dark today and bright tomorrow. 


Once we have yielded us unto His care 
Tomorrow.and to-day slip off like masks 
Which God through His eternity doth wear, 
And the great silence waking in us asks 

All things within the universe to share 

Its respite from the round of little tasks. 


Pogms AnD Pays. 151 


We have turned hollow sceptics, you and I, 
Beneath the magic of a foreign yoke, 

From inward waking suddenly awoke 

Into an outer sleep wherein the high _ 

And solemn ecstasies forgotten die. 

The body speaks where once the spirit spoke 
And with a sudden flaming masterstroke 
Transformed soul-silence to a bleeding cry, 


To one who knows the truth of life it seems 

A miracle that man has lost the power 

Of working miracles, the spirit's toy. 

Yea, we have ceased to dream immortal dreams 
And life's far-hidden tree puts forth the flower 
Of weariness against heaven's ancient joy. 


The love of earthly things yields us no peace 
Until we learn to see them with the sight 

Of inwardness against the holy light, 

When suddenly in beautiful release 

Love's wings, losing their shadow-beats, increase 
In gleaming richness clear and snowy white, 
‘Tis then our love emerges out of night 

Into a tranquil dawn, and sorrows cease. 


Heaven's ancient shadow is our little earth--- 
Likewise our loves and longings are the dim 
Reflections which incessantly take birth 

From the one Longing, the.one Love of Him. 
Crowd earth with heaven, therefore ; live each hour 
As though in you all heayen were in flower, 
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. We have so much to say, who have waited long: 
», Lake shadows among unattainable fowers. 
We who have let inestimable hours 
“Drift by, and Time mock at our bridal song. 
‘The moment dawns at last when we must meet 
And pluck the fruit of dreams without delay 
For soon it will be fleeted and the day 
Desert our door and run on trackless feet. 


One perilous moment wherein must be told 
All the deep-hidden mysteries which lie 
Within a lifetime's darkness like pure gold: 
One moment lent to utter the great cry 

Of love, which lost, Time greyly passes by 
And leaves the world broken and bent and old. 


Are you not weary, Mind ! of chasing after 

These transitory mothwings of a minute, 

Earth's empty love and sympathy and laughter 
And passionate life which holds no truth within it ? 
Give up this futile hunger after joy, 

‘Tis but a poor mirage. The haughtiest power 

In man's domain is but a painted toy 

Which will be shattered in a little hour. 


And love ?:-- There is but little love on earth, 
True love is His who loves despite our ways, 
For we have crowded in our hot blind mirth 
The exquisite old silence of our days, 

And in our clamour lose the tune He plays 
Which grows more distant birth by mortal birth. 
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I am an hour in God's eternal Day, 

A ripple in the ever-living Stream, 

A little dawning of the luminous Dream 

Of Love which shows awhile and fades away. 
One footprint among myriads on the Way 

Of Beauty ; of her lamp, a single gleam 

Which throws itself on hidden worlds that seem 
Lost and oblivious in their children’s play. 


Then being but a pale ephemerid 

Born to fulfil in time some tiny piece 

Of a divine and ultimate purpose hid 
Beyond my comprehension, let me cease 
From sorrow since I come and go and come 
Till freed from this apparent martyrdom. 


When I have passed the road of life and gone 
Into the ultimate silence, do not grieve 

My Love, for these, my little songs, will leave 
Their echo ; though the body's veils be drawn 
My soul's eternal love shall linger on 

And its resplendent run of colours weave 
Into the clouds that burn and seas that heave 
Enamelling with fire the dusk and dawn. 


Since he who lives on earth and loves and sings 
Immortal grows, for song and love are free 
They are the ancient and unfettered wings 

Of Him who hungers after liberty 

Seated behind the adamantine bass 

Of dawn and sunset and the midnight stars, 
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Vaguely for some far-off event I wait 

On the lone verge of life. In every street 
And every Jane I walk I seem to meet 
Myself beyond man's petty love and hate, 
In every passerby I greet a great 

Immortal Light evasive, future, sweet. 

The goal is in each movement of my feet 
And every deed of mine is fraught with fate. 


What am I waiting for? All things with me 

Are waiting blindly, the red rising sun, 

Blue forest-birds, the purple-blossomed tree, 

The boundless sky with coolest moonbeams spun: 
And we continue through eternity 

To wait on the dim crowded ways for One. 


In vain you strive from the wan earth to win 
Unfading buds of love and joy and fire 

Or to evoke upon the body’s lyre 

Song everlasting. Rosy ways of sin 

End in a dusk of tears though they begin 

In a red morn of laughter and desire 

Which oft do veil themselves and cry the higher 
Immortal cry of the deep Life within. 


We are bound fast unto the crimson wheel 
Of karma, whirled without a moment's pause. 
O Love, at every step of life we feel 

The stern relentless rhythm of God's laws. 
Lo, He who yields us gladness knows to deal 
Our hearts affliction when we give Him cause. 
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Clouds close and clash across the starry deep 

And darken every corner of the sky. 

Holding their breath under a sullen sweep 

Of sudden rain, the lakes and meadows lie... 

Loud wind and storm have hushed the croak and cry 
Of frog and cricket. Lightning flashes leap 

Like amber serpents from the grey-black sleep 

Of clouds, and earth seems like a blind man’s eye | 


But tranquil dreams the sky behind the storm 

And the clear stars burn with a fleckless flame 
Beyond the veils which the dim clouds have drawn 
Across them, as the dreams serene and warm 

In me though storm-clouds cover up Thy name 
At times between the weeping dusk and dawn. 


Now in the sombre evening of our lives 

While the slow sleepy shadows idly stream 
About us and a lingering gold-streak strives 
To crown the darkening heaven of our dreams, 
We sit together silent friends at last 

Youth's restless fires extinguished to a spark, 
And hear the swift strange music of the past 
Grown to a sober silence in the dark. 


We sit together now immortal friends 

With deeper wonder in our hearts and eyes 
And while the red sun to the deep descends. 
Preparing the still path for starry skies 

We read the little tale of life which ends 

In a last dream of love which never dies, 


IN MEMORIAM 


TO THE YOUNG ANDHRA ARTIST, 
THE LATE D. RAMA RAO 
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I see my friend in all things that I see, 

My heart and eyes are filled with dreams of him. 
I see him standing on the crimson rim 

Of setting suns, I see him in the tree 

Laden with flowers, and in the purple bee 
Roaming at noonday in the shadows dim. 

I see him like immortal splendour brim 

In the lone depths of the sad heart of me. 


The fragrance of his memory floods my hours::: 
Lo, when I close my eyes against the sight 

Of outer things, his eyes like two dark flowers 
Bloom suddenly out of the sweet half-light 

Of inwardness, and then I see him stand 
Sketched vividly by Pain’s immortal hand. 


Perhaps you fill the spaces of my hours 

With this cool hush of twilight, these soft streams 
Of melting melody, this smell of flowers, 

And this high rapture of unnumbered dreams. 
Departing, you have left a track of light 

Over the solitary ocean-deep 

Of my dark soul across which day and night 

My body voyages like a boat of sleep. 


Ah, you have reached the shore for you have crossed 
While yet so young, the ocean of this earth. 

But I am still being broken whirled and tossed 

In a red tempest whirl of death and birth. 

Beautiful friend, I think I hear you call 

To me between the dawn and evenfall. 
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My friend, the moment that I heard the news 

I held my breath and thought the heavens would drop 
Their stars like tears, and earth's last harvest-crop 
Would shrivel up, I thought the diamond dews 

Of night would dry, and the eternal hues 

Of dawn and sunset would a-sudden stop 

To crown the moving cloud, and mountain-top, 

And losing you all things themselves would lose. 


But soon the thought was changed. I saw them grow 
More beautiful since you had slowly passed 

Into their beauty ; mile on glimmering mile 

The harvests shone, and heaven wore a vast 

Sense of enrichment, and within a while 

God grew eternal finding you at last. 


Are we at best frail insects of the dark 

Born in an idle moment on the earth 

To play awhile in fleeting festive mirth 

Then vanish silently beyond the arc 

Of God's own vision, and with naught to mark 
Our coming and our going ? Are we worth 
Only a frail wing's flutter ? Is our birth 

Of some far-hidden Lamp a careless spark? 


Where do we come from, Friend ? Where do go? 
Born in deep ignorance we scarcely know 

Why the lips smile, and why the eyes are wet: 
And why our footsteps move unto a slow 
Remembering tune when we would faia forget, 
Say, have you probed the mystery as yet? 


163 Poems anp Pays 


Soft breezes kiss my forehead, bright flowers nod 
At me along the roadway, all things are 

Happy and crowded, weather near or far-+- 
Heaven wears a crown of blue, earths feet are shod 
With plumes of greenest fire which fill the broad 
World with rich harvest echoes. Naught can mar 
The diamond stillness between stone and star, 
Nor can my grief disturb the calm of God. 


I long to close my eyes and sleep again 

After so many weary days of waking:: 

How shall I probe the mystery of pain? 

The sudden mystery of your forsaking 

The earth, the lights of heaven, and us who seemed 
Alive and permanent because you dreamed. 


How like an orphan with red weeping eyes 
Moving in lonely grief from room to room 
Calling its mother in the awful gloom 

Is Andhra now..-I hear its mournful cries 
Echo across the hollow of the skies 

Which hold the heavy silence of a tomb... 

Lo, Andhra is an orphan crowned with doom 
By Him who knows all things but ne'er replies. 


O little ot phan with the sorrowful heart! 

Why do you let the burning teardrops start 
They veil your eyes and will not let you see-:: 
For lo, your mother, past the mystery 

Of all the myriad painted things that be 

Rests in a white Eternity of Art. 
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The starry silence at the drowsy end 

Of daylight when the wayside fairs are done, 
The silence of the tired setting sun, 

The silence of a blossom at the bend 

Of a lone village path that peasants wend, 
The silence of the birds when the last one 
Knows the grey time of solitude begun 

Are not more silent than my silent Friend. 


But from the golden moment of his birth 
Brimful of wondrous silence was his soul 

He kept a heavenly silence even on earth 
Which now he keeps beyond. In his control 
He always held great hidden fountain springs 
Of the deep silence at the heart of things. 


And now, dear friend of Life, that you are dead 
The sorrow of vast separation fills 

The whitness of each daybreak and the red 
Silence of evening, and the hollow hills. 

And in my lone heart's ever deeping skies 

Its lonely music spreads from end to end 

The memory of the dusk light in your eyes 

Fills them with shadows and with stars, my friend. 


Departing you have suddenly made known 

To me my love for you which nearness hid. 

While in this crowded life I move alone 

I think of everything you said and did. 

Though you have passed beyond my eyes you seem 
To live like beauty in the dreams! dream. 


TRANSLATIONS 
OF 
HIS HINDI POEMS. 
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LAZY 


I am as lazy as the lovely white 
Calm clouds which sail along the shore of sky 
Slowly, slowly::: 

And as the holy 
Mellow colour of the morning light. 
I am as lazy as the gold of eve 

And as red boughs which sway 

In the soft winds which weave 
Their dance from day to day. 


] am as lazy as the twilight star 
Which like a boat a-dreaming lies 
Along the river-margin of the skies, 
] am as lazy as the cloud a-swoon 
In the hot noon, 
The gorgeous-idling peacock and the moon, 
As lazy as the chakor-bird which dreams 
Of cool immaculate moonbeams 
And as the sleeping world which at your feet 
Dreams like an infant sweet, 


I am as lazy as the smell of flowers 

And as the form and rhyme and song 
Which throng 

The poet's idle hours, 

As lazy as the secret sleep which lies 

Round the womb-cradled infant's tender eyes. 
And as the speechless gem 

Which sparkles in a king's proud diadem. 
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FAREWELL 


O Love, the time has come for me to go.» 

A sorrowful colour fills this morn of morns. 

My heart is breaking into flowers although 
My path is full of thorns. 


A sudden wind of separation sings 
Through the dim leaves of life and makes them fall. 
Out of the silence of sad mortal things 

Comes the immortal call. 


The bitter fruit of life grows sudden sweet, 
The wounded bird grows sudden strong for flight. 
Farewell, my Love, I only go to meet 

Yourself beyond the Light. 


SHADOW MADE LIGHT 
While this sombre sorrow wakes 
Like a shadow in my eyes 
God in ancient rapture makes 
Morning redness for the skies. 


When my heart is dark with woe 
And there is no gleam in it 

In His heavenly halls I know 
Myriad golden lamps are lit. 


Through the dim and mournful years 
We have wrought the King’s renown. 
Man's innumerable tears 

Are the pearls upon His crown. 


Every earthly loss afar 
Changes to a heavenly gain, 
Heaven opens star by star 

As our spirit pain by pain. 
Human sorrow is the lone 
Proud self-conflict of the Lord 


And in His white hand hath grown 
Tnto an all-conquering sword. 
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THe Last ANQ@UISH 


The flower will bloom, the flower will bloom in Spring, 
In the bright blossom-necklaced Spring, 

At the dim end hearing an ancient call 

The chains of earth will break and slip and fall. 
Ocean and cloud and sky 

Will dance to the lone tune of the last cry. 

The world's long anguish after still repose 

In Thy sweet light will burgeon to a rose, 

And touched with love unfold 

Petal on glimmering petal wrought of gold. 

Then will the wine of worship flow through me 

Like a shore-shattering flood of ecstasy, 

And drunken stars will bend 

To kiss the dust of earth and call it friend. 


THE Swine of THE WORLD 
Swing in the world-swing to and fro, 
Wherefore weep alone? 
Losing yourself in others’ woe 
Forget your own. 


Out of the dying of the seed 

Lo, the captive flower is freed | 

Burn O burn your last desire 

In renunciation’s fire. 

Universal Beauty's price 

Is perpetual sacrifice 

And through it all things continue 

And through it alone is born 

Soft eternal light within you 

And a vision in your eyes 

Which burns up the veil that lies 

Between the rose and thorn. 

Why should not He who gives you bliss 

Print on your forehead sorrow’s kiss? 

Remember that all life is just 

Of His pure feet the shaken dust. 

Swing in the world-swing to and fro, 
Wherefore weep alone ? 

Losing yourself in others’ woe 


Forget your own. 
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SEPARATION 


My Lover has not come today 
He has not come and my heart is restless, 
Alas, he has not come today. 


In the woodlands the flowers are calling, 
Calling out to the absent Gardener. 

And the stars in the sky break to a cry 
“Tonight the skies are very black---” 
For the Lover has not come today. 


Black clouds have spread across my heart 
Because he has not come 
And the lightning streak of these clouds are seen 
In the redness of these sleepless eyes... 
For the Lover has not come 
He has deserted the house and fled. 


IN THE EVENING 


Dim evening shades descend 
The crowds disperse, the colours pale, 
The wayside fair doth end. 


You lost your day in running after 

Fruitless love and fleeting laughter. 

Full many a game you played but not 
The real game, my friend. 


And all the while the daylight burned 

Great wealth and fame you sought and earned 
Now at the end of day you have 

Not even a coin to spend. 


The evening fades and night comes on 
Where is your last companion gone? 
You, solitary travel'er, have 

A lonely way to wend, 
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WitTHouT You 


As the flower without the colour 

As an ocean without billow 

Or a war without a stallion 
Without you am I-- 


As a love song without rhythm 

Or without his net the fisher 

Or without its sail the shallop 
Without you am I. 


As a house without a door is, 

Or a fruit without its juice is, 

Or a bird without its wing is 
Without you am I. 


As the sky without the earth is 

Or without the mind the body, 

Or the cloud without its water 
Without you am I. 


As a drum without its rich beat 

Or the lightning without flashes 

Or the sword without its glitter 
Without you am I. 


As without his book the Guru 

Or the traveller with no roadway 

Or without an end a sorrow, 
Without you am I. 


As a lover sans love-letter 

Or the stars without the darkness 

Or the lamp without its glimmer 
Without you am I. 


As the woods without a cobra, 
The volcano without fire 
Or the ocean without music 


Without you am J. 
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THE BOAT-MAN’S SONG 


The Earth is coloured with the light of the young dawn 
And the eyes of the skies are red, Brothers, 

The boat is dancing in the soft breeze 

And the river is beating time, Brothers. 


Let us break the bonds of earth and go 

Sailing away from this shadow-kirsed shore 

Let us spread our white sails against the redness of the 
And sail away, sail away. [new morning 


We have no desire for wealth or for gold, 

Our laughter is free and bold and beautiful, 

The coloured meshes of the illusions of this world 
Cannot tempt us back any more. 


Learn, O learn to steer the boat of the body 
Through the river of affliction 

The days are passing by 

Why do you procrastinate? 


Splash the silent waters with your oars 

And cross over to the farther shore while the daylight lasts 
For soon, alas, the grey sorrow-yielding grey evening 
Will be here. 
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PUNDALIK 
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Pundalik 
Father 

Mother 
Beggar 

First Pilevim 
Second Pilgrim 


Ganga 
Yamuna Three Holy Rivers 
Saraswati 


Vishnu 
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To-day I heard 

The black mud sing a blossom into birth 
As though tt were all heaven's bridal word 
Shyly pronounced to earth. 


Out of the dark 

A firefly flowered and flashed and floated by, 
In the green splendour of its single spark 

I heard the star-deeps cry. 


Loday I saw 

Myself, a thing of glory, shadow-shed 
And saw the world, a gem without a flaw, 
Flash in the holy crown upon my head. 
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The interior of Pundalik's house. Pundalik's father ts seen 
sitting with his back against a wall. Pundaltk comes in 
grumbling and swearing. 


PUNDALIK 


There’s not a dawn that hasn't heard the cock 
Crow from its coop beside its sleeping hen 
Who wakes and listens to his strident note 
And finds an angel’s harpstring in his voice. 
By Brahma, I will pluck its feathers off 

I'll wring its neck, and roast it in the fire |! 


FATHER 
What crime has it committed ? 


PUNDALIK 


Old foolish man |! 
It comes between me and my morning:-sleep, 
And sure it is a pity beyond telling, 
I am not born a hen to rise at dawn 
And cackle wonted praises to the cock, 
And lay warm eggs in a dung-painted yard 
To the blaring of its conch-shell | It is old, 
Far older than the long and slender shadow 
Of the first branch that ever stretched its hand 
Over a field, and older than the first 
Green blade of grass upon the bearded earth. 
And like a washerwoman's dumb grey donkey, 
God bears a bundle of all things grown stale 
With too long life, and soiled with too long use. 


(enter Pundalik’s mother with a troubled look) 


MOTHER 
What made you smash our kitchen pots of clay? 


PUNDALIK 
Because J could not suffer a blue shadow 
That stole in through the door with guilty steps 
To kiss the red curves of their earthen bodies ; 
Your kitchen pots were whores, and so I struck them 
And shattered them into a hundred shivers. 
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FATHER 


Alas ! his head is full of garish nights 

That shelter men whose veins are blue with lust 

And wandering whores whose souls are red with blood. 
What wonder then that dawn’s innocuous shadow 
Offends his eyes, and earthen pots are grown 

To harlots in his heart . 


PUNDALIK 
Besides they were old ! 
You bought them of a potter in the village, 
Ten yearsago . . . The potter is dead and gone, 


Most sensible of him since he was old, 
While his clay-pots kept clinging on to life 
As misers cling to gold! Ten years of life 
In earthen pots are more than sixty years 

In man’s, I take it, and I take it, too, 

That old things are a bane both to the devils 
And to the gods whose eyes are ever young. 


MOTHER (shedding tears) 
He hates us as he hates the crowing cock 
And breaks us every moment with his hands 
Like earthen pots grown old in a grey corner. 


FATHER 
God with his gentle hands will join the pieces 
And when the broken pots are whole again 
Will flood them to the brim with golden nectar. 


PUNDALIK 
It gives me joy to see you weep, old woman! 
The tears that trickle down your cheek in drops 
Put me in mind of the beadstring I plucked 
From off a harlot’s throat and laughed to see 
The beads drop as your tears are dropping now ! 


MOTHER 
The womb that cradled you cries out for pity. 


PUNDALIK 
Nay, nay, I know no pity forthe old . . . 
Show pity to a pair of ancient clogs 
With an old tiring clatter, cracked and split 
From heel to toe and roughened at the edges ? 
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Had I performed your marriage-rites, old woman | 
I should have fed the sacrificial fires 
With such a pair of clogs 


FATHER 


| Alas! Alas |! 
Your soul is fast asleep. 


PUNDALIK 


I have no soul 
No person with a grain of sense would brook 
A coil of bitter cloud choking his body, 
A venomous vapour breeding in his brain, 
A shadow clasping him likea pale shroud. 
For what is it, the soul you talk about 
At all times of the day, ay, what is it 
But an invention of unholy Scriptures, 
The word that lies about the mouth of priests 
As froth about a mad dog’s foaming mouth ? 
Yea, I have flung my soul into a gutter 
And set my body ona jewelled throne 
Since that alone is real and warm with blood 
Beating its red wings at the gate of God, 


MOTHER 
O blasphemy |! 
FATHER 
My son! Who is your God 
PUNDALIK 
The God of pleasure, wine and revelry - . 


Pale hands of lovely harlots light his house 

With coloured lamps and set before his eyes 
Fruits carven of flesh-tinted ivory. 

And when his meal is over, in a row 

Some stand before him like tall jars of wine 

While others weave their dances swift and sudden 
Like wild enchanted cyclones on the sand, 

Or whirlpools which involve delicious danger. 

Old man,I pity you . . . Your years are done, 
You have not lived, you have not known this God, 
Nor tasted of the ecstasies of youth 

He gave you as a gift in days gone by ; 

You've never seen a single harlot’s smile 
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Flood all the inidnight like miractlous flame 

But spent a life time muttering idle prayers 

Under the sun, under the moon, until 

Your soul was almost changed into a parrot! 

And you, old woman, had you served my God 

And turned a pretty paramour in youth 

You would not now have walked on withered shanks 
Nor would the light have faded in your eyes, 

Ay, ay, nor in my heart the love for you ! 


MOTHER 


His words are knives that stab into my soul 
O God! the doors are open and I wait 
For Thy dark messenger | 


PUNDALIK 
The day you die 

Earth will turn greener out of very joy, 
And rain-clouds hang with pearls instead of rain, 
And even the peacock's shadow on the wall 
Be painted like the peacock .- . . You, old man, 
Whom nature on a day she drugged herself 
Made you my father, when your body lies 
Lost in the yellow leaping of the flames 
The serpent that lay stretched on Beauty's path 
Will slide away and slip into its hole, 
And fretted trees grow fruitful once again. 
(The voice of a beggar sounds outside the door. He ts half- 

seen by the audience. He stands on the doorstep) 


BEGGAR'S SONG ; 

A grasshoper sat on a blade of grass 

And sang, “Both beggars and kings 

Are faint reflections you see in a glass 

Just fleeting and shadowy things . . 

Like shadows they come, like shadows they pass,” 
That's what the grasshoper sings. 


PUNDALIK 


A ragged beggar with a raucous voice 

Chanting ahollow rune . . .Come, hop away, 
Thin-legged grig ! and blow your griping horn 

At other doors than mine. Away, away, 

The steps you stand on dre not 
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Nor have we the good patience of the gods 

To lend a hearing to a hungry herd 

Of sheep that come-a-wandering from their fold. 
Off with you, or I'll strike you with the stick 
That broke the pates of kitchen pots at dawn. 


(Pundalik goes to a corner and fetches a stick.) 


MOTHER 

Let him not go away with empty hands. 
FATHER 

Deal him his daily dole of rice and corn. 


PUNDALIK 
With every single grain we grant to beggars 
I hear the fall of Famine’s foot approaching 
The closerto ourdoor . . . Acurse on beggars ! 

(Mother goes into the granary and returns with both her 
hands full of rice and corn) 
PUNDALIK (approaching her) 
You shall not, nay, you shall not give it him 
Sure as J am alive! (He shakes the grain off from her hands 
w¢th the stick) 


You shall not, woman |! 
(The grain covers the floor. The mother weeps) 
FATHER 
God's wrath is looming like a cloud above you ! 


PUNDALIK 
Only to crack into a rain of flowers | 
(The voice of the beggar sounds once more, and after the 

song the beggar departs) 
THE BEGGAR'S SONG. 
Like slow dim shadows that pace in sleep, 
Sprung out of the womb of the Vast, 
What heavy sorrows and sins we heap 
In this life that will soon be past, 
And we wake in our next lafe only to reap 
The harvest we sowed in our last. 


MOTHER 
The beggar has pronounced a curse and fled 
To join yon pilgrim-bands upon the way. 
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FATHER 
They go to Kasi on a pilgrimage- 
MOTHER 
O 1 let us go with them. Now we are old 
And grey as rainclouds brooding quietly 
Midway between our earth and God's clean heaven 
Let us be pilgrims, too, and go to Kasi, 
For I am weary grown of the world’s turmoil 
Which troubles the great silence. 


PUNDALIK 
You have chosen 
A most auspicious moment for your journey. 
This pilgrimage will bring you peace of mind 
And bring me peace of mind and in the bargain 
Relieve my back of an old knotted bundle ! 


MOTHER 
Child of my womb, farewell |! 
FATHER 
Farewell, my son! 


We take with us only a pilgrim’s staff, 
Scanty provisions in our pilgrim’s wallet 


And pilgrim's robes . . . The house and all it holds 
We leave to you . . . God's lamp upon the height 
Cast a great glory on your sleeping soul | 

MOTHER 


God shelter you under his shady wing 
From the false blinding glitter of the world. 


(They go out very sorrowfully) 


PUNDALIK (after a long pause) 
AndsolTamalone! . . . This house is mine! 
I now bigin to wish I had not broken 
Those clay-pots! At the Brishaspati fair 
They would have fetched me quite a little fortune |! 
And every coin whether of gold or copper, 
Whether of brass or silver, brings the world, 
A cringing cur, to us a somewhat closer 
Until at last it licks our feet with joy 
And renders thanks for all the crimson stripes 
We print upon its body with proud strokes. 
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Ha ! ha | look at that shadow in the kitchen | 

It's blue has changed to a dull shade of green. 
What is it seeking now ? See | how it stretches 
Itself along the wall, how like the shadow 

Of a lost woman longing for a man | 

It stirs.... How sweet ... +. Howsad... but what is this 
That stirs along the blind wall of my heart? 

The naked shadow of dead nights and days, 

A silent sorrowful shadow! There! It’s gone ! 
Ay, ay; I'll roast the crazy cock alive 

First thing to-morrow at the dawn of day: 

Ah no, I'll sell it to the silly farmer, 

That idle drone, my neighbour, who sits drowsing 
At the foot of a palm tree in the hen-grey twilight, 
Who has a hen that clacks for a cock-husband. 

It strikes me now our fowl will fetch a price. 

Look at the scattered grain upon the floor, 

Lord |! how it shines! as if it were a sheet 

Of elfindiamond . - . Why! it was a dream! 


(The voices of pilgrims singing outside ts heard) 
The Song of the Pilgrims. 


1st PILGRIM 


We are going to seek the Mother of mothers ! 
Come with us, come with us, into the light, 

The stones on the roadway are only our brothers 
They will not hurt us even at night: 


2ND PILGRIM 


We ave going to seek the Father who watts for us, 
Come with us, come with us, out of this land. 
Lo! he has opened his luminous gates for us 
And watts with a wonderful lamp in his hand ! 
(the voices dte out) 


PUNDALIK (absent-mindedly) 
Clouds darken all the sky ! Perhaps a tempest 
Will roll its boisterous hair along the rim 
Of the earth and thrust its ruddy tongue by fits 
A-thirst for water from a holy river! 
How now, how now, there’s not a trace of cloud 
In all the heavens! This is a day of dreams | 
A curse upon all pilgrims and their songs, 
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A curse upon all parents who turn pilgrims. 
Ten thousand and ten thousand flock to Kasi 
To offer gifts to the blue-throated God. 

I, too, will go to Kasi, not as pilgrim 

Treading a road of ruts and bogs and ditches, 
But as a haughty prince upon a horse 

With copper patches on its broad ‘white flanks, 
Silver-tipped ears and a bronze-tinted tail. 

I'll pass the pilgrims by in regal pride, 

Upon my steed, and they will praise his prances 
Forgetting the great God with the sapphire throat 
Snake-garlanded and prisoned on an altar | 

Who knows, but that before my journey is done, 
The world might build a Temple to my name 
And worship me as though I were a God, 
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The outer yard of Sage Cuccootia's hermitage. The 
curtain goes up revealing emptiness on the stage lit dimly 
with the light of the dawn. A cock crows. Enter three 
Rivers: Ganga, Yamuna and Saraswat, bearing pitchers 
on their hips. They place the pitchers ina row ina corner, 
and begin sweeping and washing the floor. 


GANGA (while sweeping the floor) 
Dawn shoots its arrows of saffron fire and shadow. 
The sun will soon spring from the earth and spread 
Its jewel wings in its diurnal journey 
Whose every flutter brings the flagging soul 
Nearer to nestle in the nest of God. 


YAMUNA 


The dust is breaking to a cry of anguish 
Beneath your broom, since it is loath to leave 
The sacred floor ot one whose soul is fleckless. 


SARASWATI 


Sage Cuccootta is learned in the lore 

Of the wise Spirit whence the world is sprung, 
Of Him who is no bigger than a thumb, 

Yet dwells a giant in the gem-wrought blue, 
Of Him, the Spirit narrowed to a speck, 

Who dwells in the weak worm in a dark wood. 


GANGA 
sisters, he is as wise as Brishaspati, 
A one-mouth Brahma holding the four Vedas, 
Lord Surya, with a body lit with splendour. 
But look, the floor is done. Now to our pitchers. 


YAMUNA 


The water in them dimples into laughter, 
Sparkles and leaps and gurgles at the mouth, 
With all the simple ecstasy of children 

In the mother’s lap of dreams. Each water-drop 
Is singing, “I will wash the ashram-floor 

And when I've done I'll burst to rainbow flight 
And fly away beyond the farthest cloud 

Then, diving into the sleep of the great Ocean, 
Change to a pearl eternally awake. 
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SARASWATI 


Last twilight, when the drowsy trees were drowned 
In seas of gloom slow deepening into dusk, 
A way-lost traveller on a piebald steed 
Came to the Sage Cuccootta’s holy door 
And begged to be allowed to bide the night 
Within the hermitage 
(enter Pundalik rubbing his eyes and muttering to himself 
half asleep) 


PUNDALIK 
No morning-sleep 

For me until we scoop out the dumb earth 
And bury cocks alive to the last cock. 
Hallo! what have we here? Three sister shadows 
And shadows, shadows, everywhere I go! 
Sure, as I am a man, they are three witches 
Each with a pitcher wherein lies imprisoned 
A potent spell, learned of a little dwarf 
Whom peasants speak of, in whose little hands 
Lies the blind destiny of harvest crops, 
Of winds and seasons, estuaries and storms ; 
Whose breath can blow the sun out like a spark, 
Whose lips, if they would utter but one spell, 
Could shatter heaven like a globe of glass, 
Freeze dragon oceans to a tiny drop 
Within his wizard cup to quench his thirst; 
Could make the proud Himalayas crouch like cubs 
In the still shadow of his little feet, 
Transform the nights of faded centuries 
To silver foxes circling round his door, 
And bygone days to dogs with golden paws 
Guarding the mystic entrance to his cave. 
Yea, they are witches who, with a wave of the wand, 
Can change me, if they care, to a small green fly 
Like a rich flame-drop running along the rafter, 
To a grey cricket chirping beside the water, 
Or into amber gum on a wrinkled bark, 
Or to a sudden twilight-star that twinkles 
Above a pale sky-glow of pastel-shades, 
Or into a pink lizard chasing moths 
At midnight, or a moth the lizard chases . . . 
Hallo! They burn like lamps in a festival | 
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(The forms of the rivers begin here to glow with 
supernatural light, since they have finished sweeping, wash- 
ing and cleaning the hermit's floor, their daily morning-duty, 
They lift their pitchers and are about to depart when Punda- 
lik runs up towards them enchanted by their beauty), 


Like moving gorgeous mists upon a mountain, 

Like fountain-sprays that shower in the court of a king, 
Like visions veiled in a sleep of many colours, 

Quiet and beautiful as faery peacocks 

Watching the gleaming eyes on their glossy plumes 
Glassed in the dreamless depths of a dim lake. 

O stay, stay, stay, you gentle sister-seasons! 

My heart is broken and bleard and dry with drought 
Nor ever has drunk a single drop of rain. 

The branches of my life are bare as the hands 

Of a young widow who has never known 

The living rapture of a real flower. 


GANGA 
Begone | 
YAMUNA 
Begone! 


SARASWATI 
Begone | 


GANGA 
Your finger-tips 
Would burn us up like a fire flecked with blood 
If they but touched our holy garment hem. 
Your very shadow would pollute our path 
For you who scorn the gods, and scoff at parents 
Are black with bitter sin 


YAMUNA 
Begone | 
SARASWATI 
Begone | 


PUNDALIK 
The gods have mercy on me! 
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GANGA 
Not until 
You cover up your evil from their sight, 
Make them, who never forget, forget your past, 
Buy their forgiveness with the pearl of virtue, 
The ruby of remorse. 


YAMUNA 
Some kind word said, 
Some noble deed done in a bygone life 
Has led your sinful feet to a saint's door, 
Your heavy spirit to a house of light. 


SARASWATI 


Lent you a moment's grace of godly vision 
To see us who are hidden away like flames 
Under immortal seas from mortal sight. 


PUNDALIK (falling at the feet of Ganga) 


O save me, save me! The enchanted wall 

Of sin beneath a sudden lighting-stroke 

Of the spirit, cracks and crumbles into dust, 
Revealing naked fiends in their drunken orgies, 
With hoary hands, horned heads and eyeless sockets, 
And hordes of demons, out of foaming wine 
Through sleepy reeds of death, with sallow lips 
Blowing their hollow worlds like bleeding bubbles. 


GANGA 


Repented evil changes into power 

Even as sorrow borne with patience changes 
To the white imagery of eternal peace. 

But penitence over an ugly past 

Which stands and broods upon the way, a dead 
Inactive penitence void of desire 

To carve the future into a lovely thing 

Is even more sinful in God's eyes than sin 

Left unrepented 


PUNDALIK (weeping) 
O my God! my God! 
I bare my breast to the white lightning-lash 
Of the flaming flail thou wieldest through all time. 


Poems AND Pays 191 


O flay my body, until every inch 
Of flesh upon me redden with hot shame 
At its lascivious usage of itself. 


YAMUNA 


He weeps. 


SARASWATI 
A sinner's tears are holy tears. 


GANGA 
God grows the richer for them. 


PUNDALIK 


Alas! alas | 
My careless hand has flung away the cup 
And spilt the splendid nectar. I have spurned 
A costly gem enamoured of the glare 
Of coloured glass . . . . Lord! I have walked alone, 
A blind man bleeding on a road of thorns, 
Yea, and deceived myself, that the passionate dust 
Under my soles reeked with the blood of roses. 


GANGA 


Now that your feet have crossed the hermit’s threshold 
O penitent! a world of peace awaits you. 


YAMUNA 


Because in a past life you saved the life 
Ofa milchcow from drowning in a river 
While the cowboy leaned snoring in the shade 
Against a peepal-tree one afternoon . . - 
(Pundalik tries hard to recollect the tncident.) 
No, no, you can't remember ; render thanks 
To God you can't remember all your past, 
Or you would grow more mournful than the gods 
Over the’broken pieces of the world. 


SARASWATI 


Because you saved a cow in your past life 
You are come here in this to save yourself. 
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For know, Sage Cuccootta, whose master-image 
The three wide worlds and the seven oceans worship 
Before whose feet even Brahma bows in homage, 
His four mouths dumb in a vast adoration, 

Know that he dwells within this hermitage, 

And we, three ever-young, though ancient Rivers, 
Assuming human shapes do come at dawn 

Each day to serve him as three slaves one master, 
And through our service cleanse the myriad stains 
Which, bathing in us, pilgrims leave and go. 


YAMUNA 


It is no wonder he is worshipped so 
For every thought that ever crosses his mind 
Grows to an infant in eternity. 


SARASWATI 


From dewy glimmering of lemon dawn 

Till the black-purple closing of the day, 

He serves his parents, as the sun and moon, 
Clouds and the cold innumerable stars, 

The host of mighty mountains and wild waves 
Devoted children serve the changeless Parent. 


GANGA 


To him this ashram is the only Temple 

In all the world, nor does he ever dream 

Of serving other gods than his own parents, 
Who are to him the only gods in the world, 
They are his Iswara and Parvati. 


SARASWATI 


There's nothing holier than parent-worship, 

Through it God’s ancient hunger finds fulfilment ; 
Slain bulls and slaughtered sheep in a crore of Yagnas 
Bring one but beggar’s merit as when judged 

Beside the regal merit one receives 

By washing with serene and tender hands 

The feet of parents, though it be but once | 

In a sweet moment when the heart is full 
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Rounding the huge circumference of earth 
Thrice to fulfil a vow, or walking round 

Kasi a hundred times to the sound of hymns 
Were to His mind deserving of less merit, 

Than one true saluation of a child 

To them who shaped his limbs and give him life. 


GANGA 


God stands eternally before his eyes 

Who serves the father, but who serves him not 
Grows to an outcast hungry and tired and poor, 
Nor finds a friend even in the netherworld. 


YAMUNA 


God stands immortally before his eyes, 

Who serves the mother, but who serves her not 

Is shackled to the wheel of death and birth 

That whirls him round and round to a sorrowful tune. 


PUNDALIK 


O God! where shall I hide me? Memories 

Of wicked days are roaming in my body, 
Pale-footed ghosts in a lone burning-ghat. 

My thoughts are leaping up like funeral pyres | 
Voluptuous harlot-voices are transformed 

To the weird cry of jackals in my soul. 

My God! where shall I hide me? 


YAMUNA 
See how the sun 
Dots the blue forehead of the morning sky 
Like to a tilka on the brow of a bride. 


SARASWATI 


Come, we are late this morning. Let us go. 
We've yet to serve the pilgrims, bathe their limbs, 
And blot away the blemishes of souls. 


GANGA 


If you but serve your parents in the future 
With half the love, or even a hundredth part 
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Of the great love with which the hermit serves 
His parents, God will teke you'to hislap = 
Like a kind mother, and’ his voice will run 
Like an enormous echo through the world 
Proclaiming you the offspring of his love : 
This boon three sister Rivers promise you. 


(They go out with their pitchers) 
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The same.as the first scene. Pundalik's pavents ave 
discovered seated talking to each other. The mother is at the 


spinning wheel. The farher has a big tome before him. 


The soul of Pundalik is now awake 

And blossoms to a very tender flower. 

The restless muskdeer roaming wild in search 

Of sweetness luring it at every leap, 

Discovering in the deeps of its own heart 

Its fountain-source, grows quiet and full of dreams. 


FATHER 


God sows, like an imperishable seed, 

Inevitable worship is all things 

Which, when the kindled hour of ripening comes 
Burgeons to fruit upon his burning boughs. 


(Pundalth enters with a large flat hollow brazen vessel and 
a ewer in his hands) 


PUNDALIK (to himself) 


At dusk the whole world seems to disappear, 
And every tree and every lake seems lost 

In a suspended sea of nothingness 

Though they be still our neighbours in the fields, 
Like to the souls of olden ancestors 

Who, deathless neighbours to their progeny 
Through centuries unborn, yet seem commingled 
With deep grey silence of an ancient dusk, 

Ay, ay, and like the trees and lakes will grow 

To gradual resurrection in the dawn | 


MOTHER 


His lips once loving blasphemy and curse 
Now talk of trees and lakes and ancestors. 


FATHER 


His soul has wakened to a different world 
From that wheteia crime-cradled and asleep 
She thought she was awake to life aad love | 
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The shrine-bell sounds the solemn hour of worship. 

Here is cool water from our courtyard-well 

Which will turn holier than Ganga water 

When it has washed your dear and sacred feet. 

(Pundatik sets to washing the feet of his parents. At this 
moment the Lord Vishnu appears and stands stlenily behind 
Pundalik, with his palms clinging to the sides of hts watst, 
absorbed in admiration of Pundalik’s service to his parents. 


There is a sudden glow of splendour tn the room, visthle only 
to Pundaltk) 


God !| what a glow! It is the light within ! 
The innocent and incorruptible light ! 
(He turns his head and discovers the Lord Vishnu. While 
his right hand ts engaged in the service of nis parents, he 
offers a seat tohimunth his left) 
‘ Lord of the world! Here is a rustic stool, 
Pray, rest awhile, until my work be done. 
I've but the left hand to attend to you, 
For this, my right, is busy serving parents. 


FATHER 
He is holding curious converse with the air! 


His head once haunted with unholy idols 
Now brims with glowing images of God. 


MOTHER 


To him we have grown greater than the gods, 
Soul-alchemy has wrought his flesh to dreams 
And focussing base passions to a point 
Transmuted them to an ascetic trance 
Wherein he sees the vision of the Lord. 
(Pundalk having ended his duty, makes obetsance to the Lord 
Vishnu) 
Look, look, he makes obeisance to the stool 
As if a God were on it. 


FATHER 


: The tears you see 
In his soft eyes are pilgrims lost in prayer. 
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PUNDALIK 


Sweet father and sweet mother ! He has come 

Into our house, the dark-blue dreamer-God, 

Leaving his snow-white serpent in the sea. 
FATHER 

He seems to grow oblivious of the world, 

He sees a vision | 


MOTHER 


And who knows, who knows 
But that it is more real, more alive 
Than all the myriad things about our house, 
And it may be that when the one is seen 
The myriad melt away, dissolve and pass 
Like winter hazes wandering over a hill, 
Wander and pass and then are seen no more. 


PUNDALIK 
O bend and wash the feet of the Lord in tears. 


VISHNU 


Their eyes cannot behold me, being veiled 

With prayer and worship,—mute, unconscious walls 
That stand between me and my worshippers. 
Where there is still a need of penance and prayer, 
The need of priest and temple, shrine and image, 
All unrevealed I stand on the clouded edge 

Of chants and incense-wreaths and altar-smoke 
Waiting until they cease ; and then, in the silence 
Born at the moment when such needs are done 
Reveal my beauty . . . But these veils that lie 
Thickly across the eyes of them who made you 
Will slip and fall, when I have rendered you 

Sage Pundalik | the boon of your desire. 


PUNDALIK 


Stand Thou on the same spot eternally 

As Thou art standing even now, sweet God ! 
Brahma and Iswara and Thou in one, 

And be Thou called Vithoba, and this village 
Grow to a famous place of pilgrimage. 
I fain would gain this largesse at Thy hands. 
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BEGGAR'S VOICE (oxtside) 


Deal me my datly dole of vice aud corn 
For now these steps att turned to teinple steps. 


VISHNU 
"Tis granted 


FATHER (falls and makes obetsance) 
Lo! The Paréat of al] parents ! 


MOTHER (falls in obetsance) 
The world is withered . . . Only God remains! 


SAKU BAI 
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Old Woman 

rst Young Woman 
and Young Vioman 
gra Young Woman 
Saku Bat 

Saku's Husband 
Rukmint 

Messenger 

Saku’'s Mother-in-law 
Ist Brahmin 

and Brahmin 

jrd Brahmin 

Old Woman's Husband 
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L’ve left the world behind me with its cries, 
Shadows and crowds 
To touch the deep eternity of skies 
In flowery clouds, 
Forgetful of the mad and fleeting mtrth 
Of fleeting hours 
I touch the mute eternity of earth 
In vowceless flowers. 
Behold! eve-shadows fall upon the tree, 
And hill and plain, 
I touch the lone eternity of me 
Ln stlent pawn. 
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By the river. At various points of the river-steps 
pilgrims are bathing, washing clothes and muttering 
the Gayatri. A small temple dedicated to the Lord 
Vithoba stands by the river. Three Young Women and one 
Old Woman are heard conversing with each other on the 
steps of the bathing-ghat. 


OLD WOMAN 


At morning light we leave the town to-morrow. 
Ten days of pilgrimage will bring our feet 

To the great temple-gates of Pandarpur. 

I've half a mind and more than half a mind 

To take her with us, for her heart doth hide 

A votary who dreams of Vithoba. 

I'm thinking it’s a crime to cramp a soul 

In dungeon-cells of custom once the cry 

Of heavenward hunger echoes through its sleep 
Awaking it to a continual prayer 

And a perpetual vision of the Lord. 


1st YOUNG WOMAN 


From morn till night they work her like a slave 
Without a moment's respite . . . night and morn 
Bound hand and foot to the grey ponderous wheel 

Of an enforced bondage she is whirled 

Whirled round and round and round without a stop 
To the harsh dissonance of bitter tongues, 

To the red flaring up of torrid eyes. 


2nD YOUNG WOMAN 


It is a pastime with her husband's mother 
To use her with a malice in her heart 

And a fierce rancour ripping up her soul, 
To dog her footsteps with a callous whip 
And count, as a cold miser counts his coins, 
Lustful, the marks of beating on her back. 


OLD WOMAN 


A nagging tongue and twenty strokes.a day 
Are but a poor return for all she does, 
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She wakes at dawn while yet its ashen light 
Moves like a lingering ghost between the trees, 
Blithe as a chirping bird at dawn she chants 

A hymn of praise to the Lord Vithoba 


38RD YOUNG WOMAN 


(who has a hatred for Saku, the saint) 
Hymns to the very Lord who is the root 
Of the poison-tree which sheds a fatal perfume 
Over the yellow fields of her young life ! 


1st YOUNG WOMAN 


At dawn she chalks the threshold and the doorstep 
With delicate designs of ancient symbols, 

Cradle and chariot and Vithoha's chakra, 

Lotus and conch-shell, pineapple and eagle, 
Serpent and fish and such like pretty patterns 
Pregnant with mystical significance. 

That done, she fetches water from the river 

To fill the deep and hollow kitchen-jars 

Full to the neck, then cleans the pots and pans 
And sweeps the floor and lights the kitchen-fire 
And milks the cow, grinds lentils in the quirn. 
Works at the churn, and simple as a child 
Collects the butter in an earthen cruse, 

Performs a hundred daily house-hold duties 

To the soul-echoed name of Vithoba 

Before the gloom divides and gleaming dawn 
Glides o'er the long earth with her glimmering feet. 


2ND YOUNG WOMAN 


Her husband’s mother has a cruel look, 
There are more venomed arrows in her eye 
Than in the quivers of a hundred kings. 


OLD WOMAN 


Nay, do not blame her, it is not her fault. 
We come, each one of us, at every birth 
To reap our myriad fruits, bitter or sweet 
According as the myriad seeds we sowed, 
Black seeds or gold in dim forgotten lives. 
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We come and go and come and go until 
The dreamless body passes like a dream - 
And schooled in suffering the spirit grows 
To a mature magnificence of peace. 


ist YOUNG WOMAN 


But tell us, grandmother! you who are wise, 
You who have lived full many years and touched 
Life at its strange innumerable points, 

Tell us why God, who is more wise than all 

The wisdom of the scriptures and the seers, 

The wondrous wisdom of three sister-worlds, 
Why He delights to scorch in reddest flames 
The hearts that most adore Him? 


OLD WOMAN 
But the sooner 

To burn away the veils which fold on fold 
Enswathe the spirit . . . Only the richest flames 
Of tribulation in a tranquil poise 
Burn in the odorous censer of His love. 
He pours the paler flames on them whose hearts 
Tremble at the tremendous majesty 
Of those great gorgeous flames which flood His censer. 
Remember that His eyes first judge the power 
The patience and perfection of each soul 
Before He deals it dole. God never gives 
To us a sorrow that we cannot bear. 


ist YOUNG WOMAN 


Sweet grandmother ! if we should measure sainthood 
By suffering, then Saku is a saint 

Beyond the thinnest shadow of a doubt, 

For she has sorrowed more than any one 

Under the sky which never says a word. 


38RD YOUNG WOMAN 


But why is heaven so deaf, so blind, so dumb 
To the loud cries of all created things ? 

He is, indeed, a most convenient God 

Who dwells in a contented house of dreams 
Aloof from man and out of the world’s woe, 
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OLD WOMAN 


You will not talk like this when you are old 
When you are grey and wrinkled as I am 

And youth's wild gaudy dreams are passed away 
Leaving a place for God and dreams of God, 
When you are old, when you are old like me, 
You'll know that He who shackled Himself to us 
In bonds of self-division shares with’us 

Our joys and sorrows, gives us smile for smile 
And tear fortear . . . I know you laugh at me! 
But in the years to come my words will wake 
Like fragrant relics of some hidden truth 

We glimpse at whiles in unremembered hours. 


2nD YOUNG WOMAN 


Had the stars quarrelled in my horscope 

As do the stars in hers, I would have turned 
A rebel against life and with my hands 
Shattered this body's painted lamp of clay 
And wrought the freedom of the captive flame. 


3RD YOUNG WOMAN 


As if it were an easy thing to do ! 

I've seen a crab, a silly little crab 

Creeping and crawling on the sands by the sea, 
A playful unimportant piece of life 

In the world's plan, which could afford to die 
Without a moan under a human heel, 

I've seen it run into its hole again 

Rich with the instinct of self-preservation 

At the least footfall sounding on the sands 
Then you, who are more complex than the crab 
Would crave the boon of life a millionfold 

And utter a great cry of agony 

Should Yama suddenly stand at your door 
Clinking his clanging chains and calling you ! 
But there she comes, your goddess and your saint 
- Walking as leisurely as a lazy tortoise | 

I will not come between you and her sou! 

So restless to reveal its loveliness 

Without reserve before your wondering eyes, 
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But which, before me, timid as a turtle 
Withdraws into its mystic carapace. 


(The third Young Woman goes out with her pitcher) 


[lstT YOUNG WOMAN 


(Gasing at Saku in the distance) 


She stands on earth as lightly as a drop 
Of crystal water on a lotus leaf. 


2ND YOUNG WOMAN 


The caste-mark on her quiet forehead turns 
Into a star of steadfast glow amid 
The amaranthine twilight of the gods. 


OLD WOMAN 


Her hand among the waistfolds of her cloth 
Seems to caress with kind and tender care 
Some hidden thing. 


1istT YOUNG WOMAN 
What could it be, grandmother ? 


2ND YOUNG WOMAN 
Is it a rosary of rudraksh-beads? 


OLD WOMAN 


Ah no! It is the Lord Vithoba's Image 

Deftly carven of blood-red sandalwood. 

Her mother gave it her before she died, 

That was three years ago, and ever since 

She has adored the Image, rescued it 

From the hostile anger of her husband's mother 

Whose hands have ten times flung it into filth 

And flung it twenty times into the fire. 

‘Twas Saku’s love for Him that saved the Image 

From petulant destruction and decay, 

Since Love was ever conqueror of Death 

And will be till the stars are shrivelled up. 

(Enter Saku with a pitcher on her hip and unwashed 

clothes flung over her shoulder) 
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SAKU'S SONG 


A speck of dust upon the lonely way 
Which pilgrims take to reach the satnted goal, 
Said to the sky, ‘‘ There's something in my soul 
That tells me Iwill seach the goal, some day”. 
The pale sky laughed and said, ‘‘ Minutest thing ! 
Yours ts an infant's heart of infinite trust, 
But you must wat, being but a speck of dust, 
For centuries before you find your wing.” 
But naught could sadden or discourage tt 
Which sang with all the rapture of a sage, 
“Tt ts the same, a moment or an age, 
When there's true hunger for the Infinite.” 
Just then a pilgrim on his onward way 
In passing trod upon the speck which clinging 
To the mute pilerim's feet went gaily singing 
Straight to the sainted goal that very day ! 


The perfect lotus of the orbed moon 

In a blue lake of air will bloom to-night. 

To the Lord’s temple-shrine at Pandarpur 
Ten days from now, ecstatic worshippers 
Will flock to see His festive garniture, 
Unrivalled robes of stndhur-coloured silks 
And massy jewels of gold enchased with pearl, 
Sapphire and diamond, ruby and emerald, 
Carnelian and chrysolite and coral, 

And kausthabha, the limpid king ot gems 
That leapt from out the churning of the sea. 
Ah would that I had been a pilgrim, too! 


IsT YOUNG WOMAN 
Greetings of love to you. 


2ND YOUNG WOMAN 


May the Lord's grace 
Attend you. You are late this morning, Saku! 


OLD WOMAN 


It is nor late nor early to a soul 
Who dreams and dreams and dreams, whose nights 
{and days 
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Are gathered to God's single night and day ; 
‘Tis but the body’s blindness that has built 
Time's narrow prison with its numerous walls 
And made the ancient soul in us forget 

The vast idea of eternity. 


1sT YOUNG WOMAN 


See, we have done our washing. We have now 
Only to fill our pitchers. 


SAKU (absent minded/y) 
The full moon, 

Like the gold echo of a Vedic hymn 
Chanted in zons past, will flood the sky. 
Ten days from this brings Ekadasi day 
When the celestial Image of the Lord 
Will blaze upon the altar like a dream 
Before the pilgrims. O! I would to God 
I were a pilgrim, too | 


OLD WOMAN 
You are, my child | 
A truer pilgrim than all pilgrims are; 
Your life has been a holier pilgrimage 
Than all the pilgrimages pilgrims make. 
2ND YOUNG WOMAN 
O! why was sorrow ever made by God ! 


SAKU 


Ah no! Itis not He who made it, sister ! 

For even as the body casts a shadow, 

The grossness that enshrouds the soul in us 
Casts a great shadow and we call it grief. 

But in a dream last night I saw my soul, 

Her multi-coloured flames whirled in a ring 
Of worship in the presence of the Lord, 
Grown to a quiet flame of purity, 

Her gaudy lights to a single naked light 
Lovely and shadowless, white as the break 

Of the first smile upon the lips of heaven 

And the grey shadow which her grossness cast 
Around my tread grown tremulous in the Light 


“Dived of a sudden into. the qnietflam®. 
‘And passed in smoke beyondhermemory. =.=. 
“Just then I heard the chiming ofa bell . 

To a child's voice crying out of my dream ; 

“ Now that the soul is out of the shadow’s clasp, 

The clash between conflicting duties finds 

A joyous close; and now the time is ripe 

For you to journey to the Lord and lay 

The fruits of love and service at His shrine 

Since lo! one’s duty towards this little world 

The moment the soul’s shadow dies away 

Deepens into a duty towards heaven |’ 


OLD WOMAN 


The time isripe . . . Why, then, you'll go with me! 
The voice of a child is the voice of God 

The more so when you hear it in a dream. 

The time isripe . . , Come with me, holy daughter ! 
We will turn pilgrims with to-morrow’s light. 

Ten days of pilgrimage will bring our feet 

To the great temple-gates of Pandarpur. 

It is a heinous crime to cramp a soul 

In dungeon-cells of custom once the cry 

Of skyward hunger echoes through its sleep 

Awaking it to a continual prayer 

And an unveiled vision of the Lord. 


SAKU 
My soul cries out and I will go with you. 


1lstT YOUNG WOMAN 

Come, let us wash your clothes for you, sweet comrade |! 
SAKU (absent-mindedly) 

One glimpse of Him will wash my sins away. 
2nD YOUNG WOMAN 


Come, we will fill your pitcher in the river. 
- SAKU 


I'll lay this earthen pitcher at His feet 
Brimful of the rich eee of my dreams. 





QLD WOMAN 


This night, asilest silverapotted snake, 

With the moon-jewel burning in its hood. 
Will dance to the music of the distant flute 
Of dawn, the charmer turbened in soft flames, 


SAKU 


My heart cries out and I will go with you, 
Yea! I will go with you to see the King. 
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A gloomy room in Saku's husband's house. Saku és 
ted sasttoa pillar. Her husband and his mother are in 
the room. Night. 


MOTHER 


You quite forget, poor mouse, that a cat's eyes 
Brimful of phosphorescent fire behold 
All things by dark far clearer than by day ! 
You were not quite aware its paws predict 
Their future prey even as wise prophets do | 
*Tis thus my hands and eyes became aware 
Of your strange flight, before your furtive feet 
Could count a hundred steps upon your way 
To that old scheming woman whom you met 
This morning at the river. Did you think 
I was a fool, did you think I was blind ? 
If so, you were mistaken. Planning woman ! 
I see you plainer than you see yourself ! 
You area passionate night-wanderer 
The echo of whose tread transforms the stars 
O'erhead to leprous sores ! (Zo her son) 

Why don't you speak 
To her and tell her that she is a harlot, 
A cunning rake who roams abroad at night, 
The wreck and the dishonour of our house ? 
Speak, since you have a tongue, and tell the truth, 
Yea, let her know she is unfit to be 
The wife of any man who loves his honour. 


HUSBAND 


‘Tis said a woman-pilgrim and a whore 
Possess one spirit, do you hear me, woman? 
You thought to leave your duties unfulfilled 
Toward me, the master of your body and soul, 
And turn a temple-girl at Pandarpur, 
A crimson mouth crammed with endearing speech 
-Hands seeming sweet and false as a mirage, 

. Your eyes a lamp of witchcraft to enchant 
And draw pale crowds of pilgrims to their doom? 
This would you deem a service unto God, 
A duty toward heaven and the angels | 
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O profligate! O temple paramour ! 

Subtle creation of hypocrisy | 

Tam your lord, lord of your body and soul 

Whom not the gods dare tempt from my embrace! 


SAKU 


You are, indeed, the master of my flesh, 
The earthly master of a clod of earth, 

But the pure heaven of my soul is held 

By Him who holds the everlasting heavens. 


MOTHER 


Here is a masterpiece of impudence ! 

She talks of the pure heaven of her soul 
Revolving fine distinctions on her tongue 
Between the flesh and soul, between the flesh 
And that which is more fleshly ! Leave her here 
All night to languish in the lonely gloom, 

The cords that bind her limbs will bid her soul 
Part with a somewhat of its purity 

Ere the dawn come, and teach her winged feet, 
Dreamers of flight, to shed their drunken wings 
That they might stand with greater certainty 
Within the common confines of our earth, 

Nor ever hunger for the heights again | 


HUSBAND 


This craving for the Lord is but a craze, 

A mere ephemerid that lasts a day, 

And often proves a blind impulsive thirst 
Born of the flesh in dim unconsciousness, 
Nor needs to run for quenching to the Lord ! 
Woman! ‘tis but a momentary splash 

Of a young wave which splits and spends itself, 
The tremour of a leaf upon a tree, 

The flutter of a moth about a flame, 

The flicker of a flame in a sharp wind, 

The shadow of a shadow of a shadow, 

An unsubstantial thing and nothing more | 
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Slave of my son, of me, slave of our house, 

Sly slave we hid for at the marriage mart ! 
Sleep in the pillar's slender arms to-night, 

The comforting caress of kindly cords, 

And may your sleep be long and the night slow 
In slipping out of darkness into day. 

(She goes out with the earthen lamp) 


HUSBAND 


May spirits croon sweet cradle songs to you ! 
(He goes out and locks the door from outside. 
Saku, whe ts now alone, sings a song softly) 


SONG 


Now have I come to hnow that pain 
Is but the holy kiss of God. 

Without a murmur J remain 

Beneath the ved strokes of His rod: 
Upon His fiute I hear Him play 
Immortal mustc tn my sorrow : 

“ What ts a fiery wound to-day 
Becomes the lamp of God tomorrow,” 


SAKU 
Ah Lord! You areas helpless as we are 
To free us from our prisonment of pain 
Since that the cyclic law of recompense 
For good and evil done in other births 
Continues through the ages undisturbed 
Even beyond your masterly control, 
According as you willed it when the world 
Began for the first time to grow aware 
Of a sudden destiny, and a long fate 
Of light and shadow, forces contrary 
Fiercely combating in the hearts of men. 
But to fulfil a promise to yourself, 
What time creation rose in conscious play, 
You would not save a flower from being plucked 
By a young maiden’s hand to deck her hair, 
Nor would you save an ussuspicious deer 
From the swift hunger ef a hunter's dart ; 
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For evolution to enrich his store 
Of unborn mystery forever moves 
Counting his victims in this mournful world. 
What claim have we to cry to you for help 
We who are equal valued in your eyes 
With flower and deer and the least speck of dust, 
Who, like all things, must taste the twin-born fruit 
Of a twin-sowing, till our hands have learned 
To sow the seed that burns to hueless fruit 
Upon your boughs which never cast a shade, 
Aye, aye, what claim have we to cry for help? 


SONG 


A votce cries out of the unmeasured deep, 

“ When you ave all uxprisoned from your sleep, 

The god within the tiger will awake 

And waking love the god within the sheep.” 

(Enter Lord Vithoba transformed io the Old Woman in 
the first Act.) 


OLD WOMAN 
Calm daughter of God! Look at me! I have come. 


SAKU 


O Grandmother ! what brings you here so late ? 
How did you pass the door bolted and barred ? 
Why have you come? and how did your dim eyes 
Guide you aright under the great black sky ? 


OLD WOMAN 


To-night the stars burn gaily like green lamps. 
The sky is clearer than a Rhishi’s soul 
Fire-circled in a shadowless samadhi ; 
And IJ have come to break the myriad cords 
Which bind your body to yon tall white pillar 
And your soul to the black pillar of the world 
(She loosens the cords and sets Saku free.) 


Outside the door a secret messenger 

Who comes with tender tidings from the King, 
Stands in the purple shadow of a tree, 

Awaits you with impatience in his heart, 
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And the Lord's milkwhite steed whose every step 
Echoes into a lotus on the way. 


SAKU 


For me? God's milkwhite steed ? O Grandmother 
The holy messenger of God for me? 
I must be dreaming! 


OLD WOMAN 


No, no, no, my child 
You think it is a dream since now the dream 
Of phantom life and change and earth and time 
Gradually vanishes like a grey vapour 
Revealing the true waking of your soul 
In a world of immutability. 
Come, cast aside all doubt like an old garment 
Tattered and torn by crystal thorns of Truth, 
Cast it aside and let your soul be stripped 
Bare from this instant like a newborn babe, 
For God who gave the skies their naked blue 
And earth its gorgeous nakedness of flowers 
Refrains from union with the vestured soul. 


SAKU 


O grandmother ! wise-hearted grandmother |! 
OLD WOMAN 


Under a sky crowded with emerald hoof-prints 
Of heaven's krishna horses, one white steed, 
A stainless steed white as an infant's thought, 
Stamps the still earth impatiently and neighs 
In joy to think of journeying to its Master 
With you, His worshipper, upon its back. 

(The Messenger's voice from outside.) 


VOICE 


Come with me, for the One is calling you 
And the road aches to hum an ancient tune. 
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OLD WOMAN 


(Ktssing Saku on the forehead.) 


The One is calling you. Here, take this kiss 
And wear it as a caste-mark on your brow. 
Breathe not a word of this to anyone. 

I'll be with you on Ekadasi day 

When we shall meet as pilgrims, you and I, 
Untiring pilgrims, in eterna] quest 

Of Something ever greater than ourselves, 


0 Porsts asp Prave 


| A crematorium beside a river. Human bones and 
skulls ave heaped up here and there, and ‘here and there 
ave lighted funeral-pyres. The keeper tends them from 
time to time. The Goddess, Rukmint, the wife of the Lord 

Vithoba and the Messenger stand before the bones of Saku, 


the saint, who died at the Lord's feet at Pandarpur. 


RUKMINI 


Here is a pretty tangle to unravel | 

My kind god-husband in his great desire 

To haven a young lonely sorrowing girl 
From the world’s black and hurtling tempest-blast 
Changed places with her and assumed her form 
To turn a servant in her husband's house 

During her absence and to do her work, 

Clean pots and pans and milk the cow and churn, 
Tend kitchen fires and fill the water-jars, 

For God whose heart is full of love divine 

And is Himself the master of the world 

Offers His total quantity of love 

To the minutest thing that seeks it truly, 

Nor does withhold one petal of its flower, 

One drop of its vast ocean, nor one ray 

Out of its light. It is the lesser love, 

The love that kindles in the clay, withholds 

And stints and is afraid to yield itself 

Entire and know the joy of yielding thus. 

It takes a master to be a true slave. 


MESSENGER 


Wise Goddess | It isso! It truly needs 

The self-control and courage of a god 

To fling one's crown aside and bend one’s head 
In lowly homage, humble as a slave, 

Before the blindest of created things, 

Man, the tremendous traitor of His trust ! 


RUKMINI 


Now she, the youngest saint, the sweetest pilgrim 
Who ever came to Pandarpur, is dead. 
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She died the instant that her eyes beheld 
The Image of the Lord within the temple. 
Here be the battered prison-bars, her bones 
Which strove so long to strangle flight in her 
And teach the bird of peace a tune of strife. 


MESSENGER 


The breath of little dreams fans the poor spark 
Of life in man and feeds its little fire | 
Until, extinguishing its pauper glow 

The old eternal Dream awakes and seeks 

A splendid self-absorption in His eyes 

Which, when it finds, life's memory is lost 

In the wide sparkling dark rolling above 

The many-foaming sea of death and birth. 


RUKMINI 


But we shall bring her back to life again 

Pouring upon her ashes and her bones 

The never-emptied nectar of the heavens 

Which rose in a gold chalice out of the sea 

After the churning, which with a touch can make 
The dim disintegrated atoms dance 

Back into life, chanting like cherubim 

Songs of celestial Light ; and that which once 
Was lent a fleeting form of mortal flesh 

Grown as immortal as the soul itself. 


MESSENGER 


Our Lord will not return until she goes 

Back to her home and frees His hands of toil. 
Lo! she, like other saints, hath conquered Him 
Forever in the war of love with sorrow. 


RUKMINI 
(Pouring some nectar over the bones.) 
Arise, arise out of the sleep of ashes 
With a new body which is but the soul 


Tuned to a virgin love grown tangible. 
And O! ye severed bones, transformed to flutes 


Continually chanting the Lord's name, 
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Combine and make a framework for her form | 
Sweet Saint | the gods fill you with ancient breath 
Such as they draw in their divinest dreams, 

Your veins be flooded with this magic nectar 
Whose tiniest drop would make Lord Yama drunk 
Unto forgetfulness of you. Calm daughter ! 

Go back, go back, go back unto the house 
Wherein the Lord is toiling like a slave, 

And love the hearts of those who love the Lord 
Unconsciously behind thick veils of hate 

Anger and blasphemy, and with your love 
Transmute them into hearts who love the Lord 
With vast unclouded love which knows itself. 
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The temple by the river. 
SAKU 


The earth, once bubbling o'er with clamourous cries 
Now seems as quiet and sleepy as a babe 
Hid in the mother's womb. The sky above 
Burdened of yore with brooding loneliness 
And haunted with the anguish of the world 
Hath changed for me into a little child 

With innocence and wonder in its eyes, 

For the last vapourous veil from off my soul 
Has vanished at the feet of Vithoba 

Like to a cloud which vanishes and dies 
Dissolved in the bright vision of the sun 
The multitude has melted in the fire 

Of indestructible ancestral truth, 

And lost its warring selfhoods in the One, 
Its wildered wails and many-echoing moans 
In the old silence at the end of all. 


(Saku ts just about to enter the temple when Vithoba appears 
in the guise of the Old Woman, with a pitcher in her hand.) 


OLD WOMAN 


So now your longed-for pilgrimage is done, 
Your eyes have glimpsed the glory of the Lord, 
And the deep-hidden sobs within your heart 
Are hushed beyond all human memory. 

Why; you have grown more lovely than before | 
Your limbs are full of light ; your body seems 
The source of all the sainthood in the world ! 


SAKU 


It was your kindness broke the cord and gave 
My feet swift wings to bear me to the Lord. 


OLD WOMAN 


Vithoba’s blessings on you . . , I mustgo 
Back to my village ere Lord Surya ride 

Too high into the heavens. Fare you well. 

But ere I go I bid you fill this pitcher 

And bear it with you to your husband's house. 
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His mother gave it me to fill it full 

With river water. I must leave you now. 
Pardon this haste, but time is fleeting fast 
And I have need to catch it in its flight.- 


(She disappears) 


SAKU 
I thought that the last cloud of mystery 
Was cloven by the clear light in the soul, 
But once again a cloud seems clothing her 
Touched with a secret which I cannot clasp 
And split with inward splendour. How did she, 
The grandmother whom all the village loves 
But whom my husbaud's mother hates with hate 
Exceeding all its love, how did she come 
By this same pitcher? It is passing strange | 
Is it a proof of the sweet change in her 
Wrought in a ripened moment by His hand, 
And has her heart forgotten how to hate? 
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Saku’s husband's house. There ts a great throng 
of people. Three Brahmins, Saku’s husband, his mother 
and the Old Woman of the first scene, her Old Husband and 
the Three Girls of the first scene are engaged in discussion. 


HUSBAND 


When you convince me that the great earth groans 
Under the weight of the green grass which grows 
Lightly in Spring along the hunch-backed hills, 
Or that the wind that whistles like a bird 

Can be held captive in a hanging cage, 

Or that the treacherous lightning can be trained 
To nestle in a trance beside a flower ; 

When you convince me that the trembling dust 
Can steal into the heavens and stain their eyes, 
Or that the foamlips of the sea of milk 

Can ever cry in thirst to a young stream 

Purling amid the woods, or that a man 

Was ever seen upon the earth so tall 

That when he stood his head went piercing straight 
Into the moon till it became his crown ; 

When you convince me that a mouth can starve 
Under the Kalpa-tree, or mortal breath 

Dare to extinguish Saraswati's lamp, 

Or that an evil Yaksha can possess 

Lord Iswara, or Kubera, the king 

Knock lean and naked at a beggar's door ; 

The day you do convince me, learned sires | 
That you can baffle Brahma's prophesy, 

On such a day my soul will be convinced 

That she who is alive is also dead. 


MOTHER 


Brahmins should love the truth and guard their tongues 
From falsehood being the jewel-seats of prayer 

Of incantation and the knowledge of God | 

You cannot draw a sudden blinding veil 

Over our eyes and make cur memories 

The pleasant playthings of an idle hour 

For you to grasp and break and hide away 


224 Porms AND Piavs 


HUSBAND 


Never a day has gone without our eyes 
Watching her at her work; and she, of late, 
Has grown most beautiful and calm and wise. 
The world of silence in her face has won 
Our love and admiration. She has changed. 
She used to te a wayward thing before 
Chanting Vithoba's name at every turn 

But that old malady has left her mind 
Beyond a trace ; the spirit’s trance is snapped, 
Her inner lamp of Truth is trimmed again 
And now she is the creature of our dreams. 


MOTHER 


It would appear you Brahmins had begun, 
Finding no other means of livelihood, 

To trip the Vedas on a crooked tongue, 
Teach Truth to pay low homage to a lie 

And string hypocrisy and grabbing greed 
Like beads of prayer upon your sacred thread. 


1sT BRAHMIN 


We speak the truth and tell you she is dead, 
Saku, the saint, the daughter of your house. 


2ND BRAHMIN 
She died before the feet of Vithoba. 


3RD BRAHMIN 


And when one utters truth one slips beyond 
Mans's little narrow world of praise or blame 
And stands alone in proud yet gentle strength 
Upon a mountain-peak of inward peace. 


2ND BRAHMIN 


Our hands performed the solemn rites and heaped 
The funeral-pile and lit the funeral-pyre, 

This old man here and that old woman there 

Do come to witness that our words are true, 

Since they were on the spot when Saku died 

And at the burning-ghat when she was burned. 
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OLD MAN. 
Yea, we do testify their words are true. 


OLD WOMAN. 
There's truth in every word that they have said. 


HUSBAND. 
You, old man, are the fountainhead of lies, 


MOTHER. 


And you, his wife, the mother-source of guile | 
You thought to fill her head with foolish dreams 
Of Vithoba and draw her steps away 

Into a trap of tricks and treachery 

You laid for her! You thought to make her youth 
A marketable thing and to convert 

Her beauty into coins to swell your coffers | 

But we who were more wise than you were sly 
Plucked off the secret eyeballs of your plans 

Thus rendering them blind and impotent, 

And she who nearly played into your mesh 
Forgot the Lord and you before the dawn 

Ended a night, full fifteen nights ago, 

Spent in the tight caress of cords which taught her 
To dream of lesser beings than you and God. 


BRAHMINS. 


We pray you call her hither as a proof 
Of what you tell us, mother of the house | 


MOTHER. 


The bangle of black glass around the wrist 

Of a young woman needs no mirrored glass 

To tell you she is wedded ; and likewise 

When she returns with water from the river 
You'll see her plain, nor need, for further proof, 
Interpreters of her identity. 


38RD YOUNG WOMAN 
Now cease to wrangle. There she comes, the = 
The holy cause of this unholy strife, . 
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But look at her! her hands and feet are bare, 
There's not a single bangle on her wrist 

To strike the womanly music on her pitcher ! 

Where are the tinkling anklets that she wore 

This morning round her quiet twinkling feet ? 


(Saku comes in with a full pitcher which she sets in a corner 
of the house.) 


IsT BRAHMIN. 


Look where she comes | 


2ND BRAHMIN 
Alas ! poor troubled ghost | 


3RD BRAHMIN 
A ghost, a ghost ! 
(The Brahmins run out trembling with excitementand terror). 


HUSBAND 


They've fled like ghosts themselves 
Lest we should beat them to a little pulp 
For Brahmin-lies, the vilest lies of all ! 


OLD MAN 


Perhaps an unfulfilled desire in her 

Of which she was unconscious while she lived 
Now wakes her spirit with a poignant cry 

And urges it to hover about this house. 


MOTHER 


There's something in her fate that isn’t right | 
Where are your jewels, girl ? and who are you? 


HUSBAND 


She is the woman I have wed, and yet 

She is not quite the woman whom we loved 

Until this morning - . . There is something cold 
And crystalline about her hands and feet 

Which bids our love for her give way to awe, 

To a high reverence which makes her seem 


Some unfamiliar phenomenon 
As though she were a maiden of the moon 
Ora cool-winged creature from the clouds. 


SAKU (to the Old Woman.) 


It fills my eyes with wonder, grandmother ! 
To see youhere. A little while ago 

You kissed me on my forehead tenderly 
Beside the temple, waving me farewell, 
And giving me this pitcher, went away 
Bidding me bring it home full to the brim. 


OLD WOMAN (élank with awe and wonder.) 


I kissed you on the forehead tenderly 
Beside the temple, waving you farewell 
And giving you this pitcher, went away 
Bidding you bring it home full to the brim ? 
What are you saying? Am I inadream? 


OLD MAN 


Are you saint Saku’s ghost who come to haunt 
The hovels and the hamlets in this village ? 


SAKU 


I am, indeed, no better than a ghost 

For at the feet of God I died and rose 

Out of dumb ashes into life anew 

And saw as in a dreamlight far away 

The Goddess Rukmini, and heard her voice 
Bidding me seek again my husband's house, 
When lo! a messenger appeared to me 
And bore me hither on a milkwhite steed, 
The selfsame one who on last full-moon night 
Came with the selfsame courser of the Lord 
And stood under the star-enchanted sky 
While you, as if by magic, made the cords 
Loosen and slip about me like a shower. 


3rp YOUNG WOMAN 
Some wicked thing hath housed itself in her. 
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OLD WOMAN 
A milkwhite steed which stood under the stars? 
A messenger come on a full-moon night? 
And I, as if by magic, made the cords 
Loosen and slip about you like a shower? 
Why, sure as there's a God in everything, 
This is the strangest game that ever He played, 
The most mysterious and mystical. 


HUSBAND 


Who was the other Saku that was here 
From the day of the full-moon unto this ? 


MOTHER 
She was a wicked spirit who cast her spell, 
Who made us love as we have never loved 
And now is hidden in this woman's heart. 


38RD YOUNG WOMAN 


There dwells a Brahmin in our neighbourhood 
Who with his mantric chants can exorcise 
Spirits whether of water, air or fire. 
I will go fetch him hither in a trice. 

(She goes out.) 


OLD MAN 
Innumerable are the games of God |! 
Seated behind all mystery He plays 
Each human being like a separate game : 
The leper and the beggar and the madman, 
The unbeliever and the dying child, 
The fresh-limbed youth, the king and the deep thinker, 
The new-born infant and His worshipper. 


OLD WOMAN 
He never tires of playing us like games. 
(Enter the 37d Young Woman with a Brahmin.) 


BRAHMIN 


Hush | hush | be silent as the midnight sky 
That the unrighteous spirit in her breast 
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May hear me spesk and hearing spread its wings 
And fly away like to a timorous bat 
Into its twilit cave below the earth. 
(A deep silence prevatls when suddenly the 
Old Man breaks it.) 


OLD MAN 


Not all the incantations you pronounce 

Can touch the Spirit hidden in her form 

For lo! It is that spirit which informs 

The dewy morning and the fiery night, 

Earth's blossoming bosom and the starry space 
Above us and the hearts of you and me. 


OLD WOMAN 


The Spirit who like sweetest music thrilled 
Prahlada, Pundalika, Mira Bai 
And all the countless sages of the world. 


MOTHER 
Stop chattering! On Brahmin, with your chants! 


SAKU 


Here is a Drama acted in your dream 
And you are images who come and crowd 
Around me for I am possessed by Him 
Who still continues when the Drama ends. 


JAYADEVA 


232 
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Blind Man 
Lame Man 
Gardener 
Beggar 
Merchant 
Boatman 

Mad Man 
Dumb Man 
Three Brahmins 
Heralds 

King 

King's Minister 
Three Men and an Old Woman 
Two Robbers 
Two Attendants 
Jayadeva 

Guarda 

Six Pilgrims 
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The temple-square in Jagannath Puri. A variegated 
crowd of pilgrims: blind, lame, dumb and mad men, mer- 
chants, boatmen, etc., stream tn during the first part of the 
scene before the appearance of Jayadeva. 


1st PILGRIM 
The sofigs of Jayadeva! O the songs 
Of Jayadeva ! 

2ND PILGRIM 


Like great birds they came 
On rustling wings athrob in regal throngs 
Cleaving our world of darkness like clear flame 
Lit on the altars of the gods of old. 


3RD PILGRIM 
They glitter like immortal lamps of gold 
In the blue palace of the gods. 


4TH PILGRIM 


They break 
Like splashing billows of the spirit on 
Dim rock-heaps of the body 


5TH PILGRIM 


Lo, they wake 
The gods from sleep crying, ‘“The flower of dawn 
Opens its broad sweet petals far and wide |” 


6TH PILGRIM 


The Gita Govind* is a marriage-hall 
Wherein the Bridegroom whispers to his Bride 
Of dreams between the dawn and evenfall. 


A BLIND MAN 


Alas, alas, alas! I cannot read, 
Teach me the holy songs 


A LAME MAN 


I've heard it told 
They do enfold some supernatural power 
* A collection of the celebrated songs of Jayadev a — 
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A GARDENER 


A single song if sung before a seed 
Red fruit of Autumn cracks that very hour 
Out of its sleep, slipping its fate of flower. 


A BEGGAR 


Yea, and the poor man's empty pots of clay 
Hearing them sung do bend their necks and pray 
And rise again full to the rim with gold. 


A MERCHANT 
After a bath first thing at break of day 
I sing these songs and find a better sale 
For my rich wares. 


A BOATMAN 


With them I hush the wail 
Of restless winds that ruffle the grey tide. 


A MAD MAN 


] sang the poet's songs sitting beside 

A running ocean right at the mouth of a cave 

When all of a sudden out of the mouth of a wave 

I saw a little white pearl laugh and leap 

As if it were a child just wakened from sleep 

And it seemed to open its delicate rainbow eyes 

And hum, “I am going back to my home in the skies |" 


(Enter Three Brahmins in a rage.) 


1st BRAHMIN 
King Satwick's vanity is greater far 
Than space that stretches between earth and star ! 


ONE OF THE CROWD 
Why are you foaming at the mouth with wrath? 


| 2ND BRAHMIN 

How wondrous is the vanity of the moth 
Which values its frail wings above the flame 
Us funeral pyre. 
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ANOTHER OF THE CROWD 
What has King Satwick done ? 


3RD BRAHMIN 


The spark of a boy's rocket in the feast 
Of lights imagines that the flaming sun 
Who rises like a god out of the East 

Is but a ragged beggar at its door ! 
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Save us, we’ve never known such wrath before. 


A VOICE FROM THE CROWD 
Wrath with the king ? 


ANOTHER VOICE 
Incredible | 


ANOTHER VOICE 
What crime 
Is the king guilty of? 


isT BRAHMIN 


Have you not heard 
That he has ordered his entire state 
To learn by rote each run and rhyme and word 
His songs contain ? 


A VOICE FROM THE. CROWD 
His songs? 


27ND BRAHMIN 


Aye, aye, his songs, 
Parrots who on their wonted perches prate, 
_ Sound without sense ! 


aS 3x BRAHMIN 
- ¥e gathered pilgrim-throngs |! 


A sadaking jealousy snaps like a snake 
‘At the red petals of a royal heart. 
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King Satwick, though his spirit is awake 
To Jayadev's renown, denies his art, 

His voice, his inspiration, and proclaims 
His own ! 


istT BRAHMIN 


Say, have you heard, even in sleep, 
True knowledge, musk, or sandalwood or gem 
Saffron or fragrance, poetry or flower 
Sing their own praises? Nay, the soul in them 
Burns with a virgin consciousness of power 
Enfolded in their silence. 


2ND BRAHMIN 


And likewise 
Rich raiment, and a rainbow-throated pearl, 
A poem, red-gold honey, and a girl 
Sweet womanhood just waking in her eyes, 
Would, blaring out their beauty, blight their worta 
And be accused by all of dubious birth. 

A PILGRIM 


Wise words you tell us. 


ANOTHER PILGRIM 


Ancient wisdom burns 
Within your souls like a clear flame and turns 
Our own to incense. 


38RD BRAHMIN 
God is cross with the king ! 


A VOICE FROM THE CROWD 
Who kindles peacock-colours in the air? 


ANOTHER VOICE 
The earth already breathes the breath of Spring. « 


A MADMAN 
God's shadow dances in our temple-square. 
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VOICES 


He comes, he comes, the poet Jayadev ! 
His body is a spirit. 

Dancing wave 
Out of God's ancient and eternal Deep ! 


Look at his eyes veiled in an outer sleep 
Which covers up the waking eye within. 


I hear and see the plangent planets swim 
About his feet, each offering its flame 
In worship to their shadow 

He is coming | 


A BLIND MAN 
Where, where, O where? 


A VOICE FROM THE CROWD 


O can't you hear the humming 
Of worlds unborn around him ? 


ANOTHER VOICE 


He is come | 
(Jayadeva, the great Poet, entersamid loud acclama- 
tions of the joyous crowd. Jayadeva stands before the altar 
and, offering up his prayers, rises calmly.) 


LAME MAN 
Witness! A miracle! I am not lame! 

DUMB MAN 
Another miracle! Iam not dumb | 

BLIND MAN 
And yet another ! See, I am not blind ! 

THE MADMAN 

What's here ? Some alchemy has changed my mind * * 
From a grey way of thinking to a gold ! * = oP Se 


(Suddenly there is a confusion of voices drowned in inthe 
proud voices of the king's heralds.) 
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HERALDS 


Make way, make way, make way, both young and old ! 
Pilgrims and priests and all you temple-crowd, 
For the king comes into the temple-square. 
ist BRAHMIN (mockingly) 
Our king, the king of dreams, the poet king 
Of mighty visions | 
2ND BRAHMIN 


He has come to sing 
About himself to the old temple-bell 
To temple walls and to the orange lights 
Dappling the temple-steps | 
3RD BRAHMIN 


_ He comes to tell 
God of his songs, how many days and nights 
He took to write them | 


(Enter the king followed by hes Minister bearing a 
covered tray.) 


ist BRAHMIN 
Lo, the blinded moth! 


2ND BRAHMIN 
Close-followed by his minister, the clod | 


3RD BRAHMIN 
What does he bear beneath that purple cloth? 


ist BRAHMIN 
A tray of gold. 


2ND BRAHMIN 
; > .. Gifts to our angry God. 
— ' 9ap BRAHMIN 
Astiage as'‘of réd' sunset warms his cheeks 
Prophetic of the coming dark. He speaks 


‘Portis ana Piays #39 


KING 


Ye priests and pilgrims, holy seekers after 

The One who splits Himself to myriad forms, 
Who dwells in tune and hush, in tears and laughter 
In mountain-silences and ocean-storms | 

There stands the poet Jayadev whose songs 

You crown with cries of love and joy and praise : 
His name is now a torch to light your ways 
Heavenward...---his voice uplifts you like a wing 
To realms of ecstasy ; to him belongs 

The kingdom of your souls::--.-But I, your king, 
Who with an equal voice, if not a greater, 

Do chant eternal hymns to the Creator, 

Have failed to win the heart of maid and man, 

So now I come to win the heart of God. 


38RD BRAHMIN 


Most troubled traveller that ever trod 
The fiery pathway of the singing Muse! 


KING (to the Minister) 


Take off that purple cloth...... Now with our plan : 
Place them beside each other on the altar, 

Yon poet's work and mine, and let Him choose 
Whose flawless judgment ne'er did fail nor falter 
Through the long ages. 


MINISTER 


At my king’s command. 


(He uncovers the tray on which le two books of verses. 
He hands them to the purohit® whe places them on the altar.) 


(Jayadeva slips out of the crowd unseen) 


1sT BRAHMIN 
This is the wisest plan he ever planned. 


KING 


The shadows fall. The night with all its stars 
Is like a page of poems. 


® The chief priest of the Temple, 


B40 PorMs AND PLAYS 


A PILGRIM’S VOICE 


Blue-green bars 
Of shadow stripe the marble temple-walls. 


2ND BRAHMIN 
The shadows fall. 
3RD BRAHMIN 
Aye, aye and with them falls 
The puerile vanity ofa poet-king. 

(The priests have inthe meanwhile placed the books 
side by side on the altar before the Image and closed the 
doors of the shrine. The servants of the king enter with 
a couch of gold and a silver awning which they fix above it.) 


ONE PILGRIM TO ANOTHER 


To-night the king sleeps in the temple-square 
On a carved couch of gold beneath an awning 
Wrought wondrously of silver. 


THE OTHER PILGRIM 


At the gold dawning 
Of daylight, sorrow will silver the king's hair | 


ANOTHER PILGRIM TO ANOTHER 


Yon couch of gold grows envious of our hard 
Bare yard of earth, and the king's sleep, of ours. 


THE OTHER PILGRIM 
See how the dim stupendous heavens are starred. 


THE FIRST PILGRIM 


That is God's body breaking into flowers. 


(Gradually the pilgrims fall asleep. Some ave still 
chanting hymns seated near little brass wick-lamps. The 
hing sleeps apart. The servants fan him.) 


PILGRIMS 


Those gem-wrought fans do mock the jewelled sky 
God's giant fan that stirs the cool south-wind. . . 
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ANOTHER PILGRIM 
King Satwick wakes up with a troubled cry ! 
ANOTHER 
Ghosts play at hide-and-seek within his mind. 
(Darkness. Loud notse of temple-bells chiming. 


Then silence. Sounds as of doors swinging openand as of 
something flung on to the temple-steps with great force.) 


1sT BRAHMIN 
The warm white milk is severed from the water. 
2ND BRAHMIN 
The painted harlot from the sage’s daughter. 
A VOICE 


The cloud must break to scatter new-born showers, 
The heart of earth must break to bear her flowers, 
Stars break to light My dark blue house above. 
Then break into green blades, O cold dead clod ! 
King with the sparkless soul, break into love | 
Break, aching heart of poet into God ! 


(Dawn lights the sky with pale opal gleams. There 
ts great excitement in the temple-square. The king's book 
of poems ts found lying like a naked outcaste on the 
temple-steps.) 

PILGRIMS 
All hail to Jayadeva | 
The king of poets, 
The holy singer, 
The crown is his | 


The kingdom of song is his, 
And his the throne of our hearts. 


ist BRAHMIN 


King Satwick’s face has-withered like a flower 
Swept suddenly by a swift Shravan shower | 


2ND BRAHMIN 


Like an ambitious brilliant balloon 
Fallen to earth ere it could. reach the moon J 
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1st PILGRIM 


And now deep sorrow like a dark bee settles 
Upon his stricken heart whose purple petals 
Drop one by ohe and perish 


2ND PILGRIM 


There he bows 
Before the altar ; on his royal brows 
Immeasurable penitence and prayer. 


(7 he king goes up to the shrine and kneels 
before the Image.) 


KING 


O Lord of earth and water, fire and air ! 

Who holdest the bright measure in Thy hand 
And setting seas against a grain of sand 
Discoverest in them an equal weight 

Before whose eyes there's nothing small or great, 
Wealthy or poor . - Who dost forever strike 
Eternal melodies of love alike 

On hearts of saint and sinner, foe and friend ! 
Thou Parent of us all whose love can bend 

The three wide worlds to thy desire . . . O Thou 
Parent most wise, to Thee I humbly bow. 

Was it not Thou didst wake upon Thy lyre 
Through Jayadeva songs of mighty fire, 

Through me, O Player ! songs of lesser flame ? 
Then wherefore, hast Thou put me to the shame 
And wherefore, Lord ! casting my songs away 
Woven a woeful shadow on my day? 


1sT BRAHMIN 


His songs of lesser flame! At last he speaks 
From level earth and leaves his mountain-peaks. 


THE VOICE 
Your penitence hath pleased me, humbied king 
Whom once your vanity offended . . . Look! 


Songs four and twenty fashioned of your hand 
Beside the songs of Jayadev shall stand 
Immortal singers in a single book ! 
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A road running into endless distance. 
Pilgrim-groups are seen to move towards some 
Jar-off village. 
ist PILGRIM 


We are not even twenty miles away 
Now from the merchant's village ? 


2ND PILGRIM 


And the day 
Is young and lovely as a village-maid. 


ist PILGRIM 


There's many a tree will lend us ample shade 
While on our pilgrimage 


2ND PILGRIM 


Why, yonder stands 
An ancient banyan with a hundred hands 
Digging its long dim fingers into earth 
As if to scoop out from its breast of bronze 
Deep-hidden mysteries of death and birth, 
The hiding-place of faded dusks and dawns. 


1st PILGRIM 
Come, let us go . . . To-night the poet, he 
Whom God has crowned with deathless victory, 


Chants hymns before the merchant's household shrine 
To the gold Image of Lord Jagganath 


2ND PILGRIM 


‘Twould seem as though the thorns upon our path 
Would wake to roses wonderful and sweet, 

And wild beasts at the echo of our feet 

Grow tame and tender in their treacherous cave. 
Come, letusgo . . . (they go out.) 


(Enter another group) 
ist MAN 


The poet Jayadev 
Is turned a God J oe me = 
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2ND MAN 


To-night tremendous crowds 
Will gather at the merchant's door like clouds 
Of autumn waiting to be ridged with gold 
At the first gleam of the first glimpse of him. 


3RD MAN 


Like cups that wait to bubble to the brim 
With the cool nectar of the poet's song 


lst MAN 


Brother, «here goes a hungry pilgrim-throng 
Towards the village . . . Letus go with them. 


OLD WOMAN 


Is this the way? Behold, yon pilgrim bands 
Who go to kiss the poet's garment-hem | 

It is the way. To-day my feet are shod 

With plumes of fire, and in my withered hands 
Rivers of youth run gaily for I go 

To hear the poet chanting hymns to God. 
Lord Surya ! lash your steeds and loudly blow 
Upon your conch of flame til] the blue sky 
Sparkle beneath your chariot-wheels in flight 
And make the yeliow day yield unto night. 


(She goes out. Enter two Robbers.) 


1istT ROBBER 
They load the poet's back with endless riches. 


2ND ROBBER 


Brother, his wondrous songs are wily witches 

Who wander with invisible wands and win 

Worlds for the wizard . . . Yea, the blackest sin 
Of poets in the eyes of those who love them 

Grows holy as the evening star above them. 


1sT ROBBER 
Why !| he has wed a Brahmin's only daughter. 
They call her Padmavati, since her eyes 
Resemble lotuses in pale blue water 
Beneath the glow of pensive evening skies. 
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2ND ROBBER 


Ah, I would ne'er exchange one jingling coin 
For twenty lotus eyes |! 


ist ROBBER 


Come let us join 
The pilgrims yonder . . . weare pilgrims too! 
God dwells in them, He dwells in me and you, 
That’s what the Scriptures tell us. 


(They go out together. Enter Two Women.) 


1st WOMAN 


While the priest 
Performed the marriage-rites, the sacred fire 
Cried leaping up, “Poet, when I have ceased 
To glimmer, and die into another birth, 
I'll light a poet's ee at the Feast 
Of Vision 


2ND WOMAN 


O, the bride is beautiful ! 
Her limbs are like to trees that flower in Spring, 
Within her eyes a splendour lies as cool 
As violet Autumn-mists which lightly fling 
Their veils upon a lotus-covered lake. 
O, it would almost seem that she could wake 
The godhood in all things by touching them. 
No lapidary ever judged a gem 
As flawless as this woman. 


1sT WOMAN 


It is said 
Princes who came from many a far-off land 
With priceless gifts, have failed to win her hand 
And have returned like beggars without bread 
From the proud Brahmin’s door, since he had vowed 
To dedicate his daughter to the Lord 
The Maker of the sunshine and the cloud, 
Whom centuries of sages have adored 
But suddenly there came to him in sleep 
The Lord who spoke, ‘The poet is a limb 
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Of Me, O Brahmin | and I fain would reap 

The harvest of your daughter’s love through him, 
Through him the ecstasy of wedded life.” 

‘Tis thus the poet won her for his wife. 


(They go out. Enter two more Pilgrims.) 


1st PILGRIM 


The merchant's village? We have yet to cross 
A ten- mile forest to the creak and toss 
Of branches in the wind. 


2ND PILGRIM 


Let us move on ~ 
Or else we shall not reach before the dawn. 
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By the edge of a forest. The Merchant, Jayadeva 
and two of the merchant's servants. In the distant 
shadows unnoticed, two robbers, the same as those who 
appeared tn the last scene. 


MERCHANT 


You leave us but you leave us filled with peace. 
Your hymns have wrought for us divine release 
From the dark chains of being, turned the guile 
To infant sweetness in the harlot’s smile, 
Changed poison in the chalice of her soul 

To nectar, lit the beggar’s hollow bowl 

With royal splendour, taught the meanest clod 
To thrill and throb before the throne of God. 


(The Merchant goes aside and whispers to his 
servants.) 


Raiment and gold and gems hid in the chariot, ° 
Gifts to the poet’s wife with salutations, 
But veil them on the way from the poet's knowledge. 


(To Jayadeva.) 


Farewell . . . with you these servants to attend 
Upon your needs until your journey end. 


JAYADEVA 


Blessings of God uponyou . . . May His hands 
Place a green light of plenty on your lands. 


(Zhe merchant goes away beyond the forest and disappears.) 


(The chariot moves on with Jayadeva and the Two 
Servants and goes out of sight.) 


1sT ROBBER 
Did you hear what the merchant said ? 


2ND ROBBER 


I did! 
“Gold, gems and raiment in the chariot hid. 
O Goddess Kali! wealth has come our way. 


1st ROBBER 
We shall be kings before the close of day. 
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Another part of the forest. Enter the two Robbers, 
thetr hands and clothes stained with blood. 


1st ROBBER 
We seem two sunset-goblins robed in red ! 

2ND ROBBER 
When our knives flashed the servants shrieked and fled ! 

laughter.) 

isT ROBBER 
Their blades are shining with the blood they've shed; 
A poet's singing blood . . . Poor fool! he lies 
Limbless, a helpless log, with prayerful eyes 
Praising the Lord by the grass-vested verge 
Of a grey placid pool. 

2ND ROBBER 

He sings his dirge 

As aswan does ere it dies. 

ist ROBBER 

The growling beasts 


Gorge on his severed limbs with all the greed 
Of fat pot-bellied Brahmin priests who feed, 
As though they've never fed before, at feasts. 


2ND ROBBER 


Blood whether of dog or poet is the same, 
For blood is but a red thing like red flame, 
Red like red berries, red like rubies, red 

As the queer crown upon a gamecock’s head, 
Red as a drunkard’s eyes, or a red flower, 
’Tis a red river running for an hour 

Within our veins towards a sleepy shore, 

A red unconscious thing and nothing more. 


1st ROBBER 
Is that the wind ? 
2ND ROBBER 
The whirr of rumbling wheels | 
There's a strange instinct in a robber’s heels 
A prophet in his heart whose voice doth cry 
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Of coming danger. Brother! let us fly 
With our gay plunder to our hiding places. _ 
1sT ROBBER 


Our goddess will be pleased to see our faces, 
(They go out.) 
(Enter Crouncha, che King, with his Attendants armed 
with bow and arrow.) 


KING 


It sings divinely. I have never heard 
So sweet a voice before. It is a bird. 


1st ATTENDANT 
My lord, itis a faery 


2ND ATTENDANT 
Nay, my king | 
It seems to be the singing of a soul 
Freed from the bonds of birth, the dim control 
Of cyclic laws. 
KING 
‘What is that shining there ? 
The great wing of a gold bird. 
1st ATTENDANT 
The gold hair 
Ofa lone forest faery 
2ND ATTENDANT 


Nay, my lord! 
It is the glitter of some ancient sword. 


(They approach the shining spot.) 
KING 


What have we here! <A limbless man whose eyes 
Seem to have grown a neighbour to the skies. 
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ist ATTENDANT | 
Address him, Master. 
KING 


He is of the seers 
Who has o'erleapt our little world of tears, 
Our empty world of laughter. 


2noD ATTENDANT 


See !/his flesh 
Is jetting founts of blood. The wounds are fresh. 


KING 
O who are you who chant incessant hymns? 
JAYADEVA 
A pilgrim on an endless pilgrimage. 
KING 
O who has gashed you so, severed your limbs? 


JAYADEVA 


We wander without limbs from age to age, 
We wander full of wounds until we‘find 
The holy limbs that we have lett behind. 


1st ATTENDANT 
He speaks in riddles ! 
2ND ATTENDANT 


Hush, he is a sage | 
Let's hear him speak. His words are magic words. 


JAYADEVA 
How came yor to this forest place ? 


KING 


We came 
A-hunting. 
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ist ATTENDANT 


See, a dagger of still flame 
Stabs through his smile. 


JAYADEVA 


To bruise the breasts of birds. 
To pierce an arrow in the delicate side 
Of spotted deer, to murder in his den 
The princely lion . . . That's the hunter's pride ! 
You murder these while others murder men ! 
What is the difference ? 


KING 


(Affected and transformed as though by 
a superuatural power.) 
Shatter the bow, 

And hurl the pointed arrows from our quiver, 
Silver assassins, into the deep river 
Henceforth you are my master, since you know 
The wisdom of the spirit . Guide and Seer |! 
Come with me, | will be your charioteer | 
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In the palace of King Crouncha. The King holding 
converse with Jayadeva lying covered up on a cushioned 
dtvan. Evening, 


KING 


Before to-morrow’s sun has soared above 
The tree-tops in our orchard, holy sage ! 
Will come the holy woman of your love 
And turn the queen’s heart to a hermitage. 


JAYADEVA 


God's blessings on the orchard and the sun, 
Upon the queen and you and every one. 

May His cool hands that guide us on our way 
Crown us His children at the end of day. 


KING 


O Sage, as bees thirst for the honey of flowers, 
As chatakas for white refreshing showers, 

As poets are athirst for future dreams 

And chakoras for the moon's changeless gleams, 
I thirst, alas ! I know not for what flower, 

I thirst alas ! I know not for what shower, 

I have been restless all these days and nights 
Haunted by a huge sense of mystery 

Perpetual expectancy of lights 

And colours breaking in the heart Of me. 


JAYADEVA 


‘Tis a most hopeful sign . . + The restless wail 
Within your heart is the calm voice of Him, 

And the heart’s darkness but a subtle veil 
Wherewith He covers up His eyes that brim 

With silent inextinguishable light. 

Remember that the darkest hour of night 

Heralds a burning dawn. 


KING 


When shall I cease 
To hunger, when attain the heights of peace? 
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JAYADEVA 


You needs must seek the spark, the seed, the bird 
Ere you can find the flame, the flower, the flight. 


KING 


There lies a world of wisdom in each word 
Your lips pronounce 


JAYADEVA 


And when all words are done 
Then the great silence follows . . . Omyson! 
You are already on the heavenward way, 
Now that a hundred hungry mouths are fed 
To the kind clanging of a silver bell 
Within your palace-gates day after day. 
For lo, each little morsel of the bread ; 
They break and eat, God breaks and eats as well. 


(Enter the Guard of the Gate.) 
GUARD 


My gracious lord! two wandering minstrels wait 
In the brown shadow of your palace-gate 

Their tired feet, my king, seem to have trod 

A hundred miles upon the road to God, 

Their lips are lost in prayer. Weird worship lies 
Midway between their eyebrows and their eyes : 
Twin weather-beaten boats that seek a shore 

I've never seen such worshippers before ! 


KING 


Perhaps, two hungry travellers . Conduct 
The minstrels hither (Zhe Guard goes out.) 
Or perchance they are 
Twin brother seers who have already plucked 
The hidden fruit in every stone and star. 


(Enter the same two robbers in disguise, and 
conducted by the Guard. The robbers notice Jayadeva 
and begin muttering to each other very slowly tn such a 
way as to give the tmpresston of prayer.) 


264 Poxms anp Pravs 


lst ROBBER 


Sure as my shoulders bear a cunning head 
That is the selfsame man whose blood we shed. 


2ND ROBBER 
Shall we take to our heels and run away ? 


ist ROBBER 
No, no, they will suspect us if we do 


2ND ROBBER 


Why, sure as night is night and day is day, 
Death dances a bleak dance for me and you. 


KING 


Do you not see them ? They are lost in prayer 
Their lips are ever uttering God's glory. 


1st ATTENDANT 


They with their rudraksh beads and ruddy hair 
Seem to have stepped out of some ancient story. 


2ND ATTENDANT 
They have not paid their homage to our master | 
They've closed their eyes . . Their lips are moving 
faster } 
JAYADEVA 
Treat them with kingly courtesy aud care. 
They are evolving gods _ . Red matted hair, 


Rudraksha strings and ashen streaks and prayer 
Though they themselves be blind, do yet express 
Unconscious longing for God's loveliness. 


ist ROBBER 
‘Bail to king Crouncha! 


2ND ROBBER 
Te the king, eli hail ! 
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KING 


Thrice welcome to our halls. Your feet are worn 
And evening's umber shadows are unfurled. 


ist ROBBER 
Some are born glorious kings, and others born 
To wander, wander, wander o'er the world. 
KING 


Now rest you safe under our roof, we pray, 

As long as you desire. -. These palace doors 
Which have known pilgrims from a hundred shores 
Now welcome you, O pilgrims on the way ! 


1st ROBBER (to the other.) 


It may just be a cage of golden wire | 


2ND ROBBER 
A splendid cloud that splashes serpent-fire. 


ist ROBBER 
The prophet wakes once more within my heart. 


2N?) ROBBER 
I say this very night we shall depart. 


KING 


They have begun to praise the Lord again, 

Their prayers are plenteous as Ashada rain, 

Innumerable as the shells that lie 

Along a shore, or star-dots in the sky: 

Would I could feel the ecstasy they feel ! 
1lsT ROBBER 


An ecstasy of twitching in the eye | 


2ND ROBBER 
An ecstasy of itehing in the heel | 
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ist ROBBER 
Pray, grant us leave, good king, for we must cover 
A long, long way . . . Tous who hold the spark 


There is nor dawn nor twilight, dusk nor dark 
Farewell! for we must go to meet the Lover | 


KING 


’Tis passing strange |! The mood is on them now. 
They say it comes by fits. They want to fly 
Away like birds when dawn is in the sky 
Deserting their cool shelter on the bough ! 


JAYADEVA 


Now grant them leave; they will not stay to-night. 
Their hearts are restless. Grant them their desire. 


ist ROBBER 
O brother, brother ! can’t you see the Light? 
2ND ROBBER 
O brother, brother | can't you see the Fire? 
KING 
No pilgrim ever went out of our doors 
Hand-empty . . . We would give you all you ask 


For you are Gods behind a minstrel-mask 
And the whole world with all its wealth is yours. 


1sT ROBBER 
Then grant us, pray, two chariotfuls of grain 


2ND ROBBER 


And grant us, pray, two chariotfuls of gold — 
1lsT ROBBER 


God's shadow fallon you . . . We'll come again! 


2ND ROBBER 
When kingdoms crumble and the world grows old. 
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KING 


They speak like Gods. Blessus ere you depart . 

The Scriptures say it is a privilege 

To satisfy a pilgrim’s hungry heart 

Since pilgrims are but Images of Him. 

(The King orders the Attendants with a look of command 
to grant the Two Robbers tn disguise gifts they have asked.) 


isT ROBBER 
I see God stand on the world’s glittering edge 


2ND ROBBER 


I see Him walk on the world’s glimmering rim. 
(Attendants and Robbers go out). 


KING 


Night gathers in . . It will as soon be gone! 
But there is a night that never knows a dawn 
Deep in my soul 


JAYADEVA 


Fear not, the dawn will burst, 
Its pearlwhite glow is breaking in your breast! 
Soon the soul's lonely bird will leave her nest 
And soar into the heavens, her throat athirst. 


KING 


We will the morrow in the forest spend 
Reverend Master ! We will watch the sky 
Spreading its coloured news from end to end. 
And the long sheets of amber shadows lie 
Along the sleepy hills. We'll watch a bird 
Pecking at split pomegranates on the bough, 
We'll sit together and without a word 

Dream as the starry heavens are dreaming now. 


(Enter the Twe Servants in great haste.) 


ist ATTENDANT 


My lord, my lord, we have a doleful tale 
To tell you 
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KING 


They are breathless, they are pale 
As corpses on a pyre. Speak out, speak out 
Why have you both returned ? 


2ND ATTENDANT 


Though you may doubt 
The tale we tell you, yet the tale is true. 


ist ATTENDANT 
My lord, the wandering minstrels 


2ND ATTENDANT 
King, those two 


Wandering minstrels . . , 
KING 
What about them ? Speak |! 


ist ATTENDANT 
Are dead ! 
KING 


Are dead? The holy minstrels dead ? 


2ND ATTENDANT 


Even as the dusk swallows the last red line 
Of sunset 


isT ATTENDANT 


Or a drunkard swallows wine 
After long drought 


2ND ATTENDANT 


Or as a begger, bread, 
So earth grown joyous opened its wide jaws 
And swallowed up the minstrels ! 


1st ATTENDANT 


O it was 
A most unspeakable spectacle | 
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JAYADEVA 
(Aside, shedding silent tears and eyes turned to heaven) 
God, my God, 


What have you done? Why have you smote their lives 
With your revengeful and relentless rod ? 

Was it because they thrust their flaming knives 

Into this fleeting flesh ? O God above | 

It was a deed unworthy of your love! 


A VOICE 


You who with equal rapture in your eyes 
Salute both saint and sinner, friend and foe, 
Lo, in a chariot of flowers they go 

Absolved of sin, washed clear of every stain 
To join the starry Festival of the Wise 
Arise, and walk, for you are whole again | 


CHOKHA MELA 
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Groups of Worshippers 
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Outside the gates of the temple in Pandarpur. The 
sun ts setting flooding the sky behind with red and gold 
light Groups of pilgrims are seen pouring in and out of 
the temple door, carrying offerings of flowers, cocoanuts 
and plantains for the God on the altar. Alone, at a little 
distance near the gate stts Chokha Mela, a Panchama, 
muttering prayers to himself. His eyes seem lost in devo- 
tion. The temple-bells are ringing and the lights are be- 
ing lit at the altar. Three Brahmins appear near the 
gate. Noticing the Panchama they stand for awhile talk- 
ing about him. Then, from a distance, they talk to him. 


1lsT BRAHMIN 


Lo yonder, at the holy temple-gate 
Mutters a Panchama unholy prayers. 


2ND BRAHMIN 


The golden sunset glimmer on his face 
Cries out for absolution. 


3RD BRAHMIN 
Like a shadow 
He stains the path of worshippers who come 
To worship Him who sits on a high altar 
Beyond the cry of yonder loathsome thing. 


1isT BRAHMIN 
He is as lifeless as a tree or stone 
Upon the wayside standing in the mud 
Or lying speechless in a ditch of dirt. 


2ND BRAHMIN 


For, nowhere in the Shastras do I find 

The stone or tree or such a piteous thing 
Endowed with that immortal mystery 

We Brahmins in our knowledge call the soul. 


3RD BRAHMIN 


His eyes are like the eyes of a dead man 
When he is stretched to burn upon the pyre 


aA Porms AND Prays 


How it must bruise a prayer to find itself 
Breathed through the lips of a low Panchama ! 


1stT BRAHMIN ° 


Who is this God he worships all alone 
Outside the holy temple gate? 


2ND BRAHMIN 
The God 
Of filth who dwells in dingy bogs and marshes 
And wallows in the mire like a grey pig 
Lost in the worship of the scavengers. 


38RD BRAHMIN 


And He is seated on the lampless altar 
Constructed by the goblin artisans 
Who lurk in lonely dung-hills. 


PANCHAMA 
Silently 
The broad white lotus of my worship spreads 
Its thousand-petalled seat for Vithoba. 


1sT BRAHMIN 
What do you mutter sitting there alone ? 


2ND BRAHMIN 


Fool, who has sanctioned you the sacred right 
To shed your shadow on our temple gate? 


38RD BRAHMIN 


Away with you! .. Between your birth and ours 
Glimmers a sea of gladness whose gay waters 
Our hands alone may touch, of whose deep wave 
Only our lips may drink being the lips 

That utter incantation and pronounce 

Untiringly the hallowed name of God. 


PANCHAMA 


Forgive me, noble sires, if I have marred 
The glory of the Lord, if I have cast 
My shadow on the sinless temple gate. 
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I had not known before it was a crime 
For a poor Panchama to sit without 

The temple of the Lord and worship Him 
Within the inner temple of the soul. 


1st BRAHMIN 
Who is your God ? 


PANCHAMA 


He is the Lord you seek 
Within your temple and the Lord we seek 
Within our hearts since we have been denied 
Through some forgotten evils in the past 
Access unto the altar where His Image 
Burns like a dream of gold. 


2ND BRAHMIN 


How cana beggar 
Who sits and gapes in hunger at the gates 
Of a King’s palace ever hope to gain 
Even a morsel of the royal meal ? 


PANCHAMA 


Behold, the sun though burning miles apart 

Yet feeds the hunger of the lotus flower. 

The distant moon out of her pitcher pours 

Her beams into the moonbird’s thirsty heart. 
Even so, my Lord, though severed from my touch 
And hidden in your temple from my eyes, 

Still hears my voice and gives me cry for cry 

And loves me in the silence of my soul. 


ilsT BRAHMIN 


Perched in his proud conceit as in a cage 
He prattles like a parrot. 


2ND BRAHMIN 
Let us go 
Into the temple for the lights are lit. 
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8RD BRAHMIN 


And let him lie there like a empty gutter. 
(Zhe Brahmins go into the temple) 


PANCHAMA 


Yea, like an empty gutter to receive 
The precious leavings from the plate of God |! 


(The crowd by this time has dwindled, most of it 
having already gone in for worship: Just as Chokha 
Mela finishes his last sentence, a Messenger from the Lora 
Vithoba enters) 


MESSENGER 


I am the secret Messenger of God 
Who come to you, His Lover, with a message. 


PANCHAMA 


Sweet Messenger, you come before my eyes 
Like the fulfilment of long years of prayer: 


MESSENGER 


I bring you secret news about my Lord 

Your Lover, who has heard your lonely voice 

Echo like troubled fire across His dreams 

Who, seeing your restless soul, Himself hath grown 
Unquiet like a billow in the sea 

To clasp His wandering comrade. Should you cease 
To love Him, He would crumble like the hut 

Of a poor peasant in the rainy season. 


PANCHAMA 


O does He love this abject thing so much? 
O does He dream of one who dare not dream 
Of gazing on His Image in the temple ? 


MESSENGER 


The image that is worshipped by the crowd 
My friend, is but a dead unholy thing 
Fashioned in gaudy gold for them who move 
Unvisioned in a hollow arrogance. 
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God weeps in misery upon the altar 

To see his worshippers make offerings 

Of bodies decked with glittering vanity 

And hearts o’erburdened with vaingloriousness. 


PANCHAMA 
When shall I meet Him, Messenger ? 


MESSENGER 


To night 
When the sly temple priests have fallen asleep 
The Lord will come in person to invite 
His Lover to the temple. Then the dawn 
Will come with gifts of coloured mists and flames 
To find your heart brimming with holy quiet 
Even as the mountain drunk with starry peace 
In mystic marriage with the midnight heavens. - 


PANCHAMA 
And will my Lord accept my loathsome body ? 


MESSENGER 
Yea, for it is His radiant House of Prayer. 


PANCHAMA 
And will the King come down to meet this beggar? 


MESSENGER 
Yea, for His pride is hidden in your rags. 


PANCHAMA 
And will the Master truly love His servant ? 


MESSENGER 


Behold, the servant's worship for his Master 
Has won the Master's worship for His servant. 


PANCHAMA 
And will the Lord Vithoba hush my weeping? 
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MESSENGER 


Yea, for the tears you shed are from His eyes 
Who waits in patience for the purple night. 


(Zhe Messenger disappears. The crowd begins to 
stream out of the temple. Itis evening.) 
A MAN 
Look at that Panchama whose hands and feet 
Are clothed in mire | 
A WOMAN 
God save us, he was born 
Out of the womb of a most woeful curse. 


1isT BRAHMIN 
He has not gone as yet. 


2ND BRAHMIN 
Why does he smile ? 


38RD BRAHMIN 
To cover up the nakedness cf fate. 


(The Panchama sits dreaming while the people pass 
by tn scorn). 
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The door of the temple. Itis midnight. The three 
Brahmins who are temple priests enter stealthtly one by 
one, and set thetr ears against the door as tf to hear 
somebody talking within the sh1 ine. 


ist BRAHMIN 


At first I thought I heard these whispers stir 
Deep in my dreams, but when I woke I found 
They came from out the temple. 


2ND BRAHMIN 


There he sits 
Like a disease before the holy Image. 


3RD BRAHMIN 


The selfsame Panchama who sits without 
This temple gate and mutters parrot prayers 
When evening crowns the temple tops with silence. 


isT BRAHMIN 


Alas, the whiteness of the holy Image 
Is tainted with the touch of him whose birth 
Was fashioned in some demon’'s womb of darkness. 


2ND BRAHMIN 


But it is passing strange how he could enter 
The guarded temple door that still stands barred 
To other than ourselves who hold the key, 


3RD BRAHMIN 


Alas, the gorgeous raiment on His body 
And all the myriad splendour of His jewels 
Are dyed in deep pollution. Now our Lord 
Is like the sky-born moon whose skin of fire 
Grows dim in Rahu’s shadowy embrace 

Or like the sun, who in his swift career 

Of gold flame o'er the path of the blue sky 
Is blotted out in Ketu's black caress. 
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ist BRAHMIN 
Unlock the door and drag the villain out. 


2ND BRAHMIN 
And let us solve this midnight mystery. 


3RD BRAHMIN (opens the door) 
Come out, you filthy dog, you low-born creature! 


PANCHAMA 


I see your eyes are flaring up like fire 
As though they would devour me. 


1stT BRAHMIN 


Had you been 
A creature less unclean and less unclothed 
We would have offered you as sacrifice 
Long years ago at some great festive altar. 


2ND BRAHMIN 
How did you work your way into the temple ? 


3RD BRAHMIN 
Give up the truth:-- Who led you to the altar ? 


PANCHAMA 
Who but my sky-blue Lover, Vithoba/ 
BRAHMINS 
He has gone mad. 
1isT BRAHMIN 


Before to-morrow's dawn 
You must be gone. 


2ND BRAHMIN 


And on the other shore 
Of river Chandrabhaga you shall dwell 
Nor ever cross unto this shore again. 
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3RD BRAHMIN 


Fool, get you gone, now while the darkness hides 
Your body with its heritage of shame 
Nor haunt this shore again with yuur dull shadow. 


PANCHAMA 


Forgive me for the sorrow I have spread 
Cloudlike across the sunlight of your hearts, 

I will be gone before the dawn arrives 

With her immaculate splendour for your eyes 
Ard her resplendent crown for the Lord’s temple, 
And, as for me, I have no need of her 

Since, even while I stand in this vast midnight, 
Within me stirs a white eternal dawn 

Above the golden temple of the soul 

Wherein the Lord is wrapt in dreams of peace. 


1sT BRAHMIN 
You have insulted God with your foul touch. 


2ND BRAHMIN 
And stained His virgin statue with your presence | 


3RD BRAHMIN 
Yea, you have bruised His heart of chastity | 


PANCHAMA (smiling as in wisdom) 


Is this the wisdom that you have acquired 

After long years of drinking at the fount 

Of sacred knowledge? Are you not aware 
That the thrice holy Ganga still retains 

Her ancient purity though she has washed 

Day after day, year after year, the bodies 

Alike of Brahmin and of Panchama ? 

And is the road polluted that has heard 

The echoing footsteps both of saint and sinner ? 
Or would you call the wind corrupt and wicked 
Because it plays its melody alike 

To sacred Sadhus and unholy harlots ? 

Then how can you believe that He who dwells 
In every speck of dust and spot of star 
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Beyond our little strife of caste and creed 
Can ever be polluted by my presence? 


isT BRAHMIN 


Away with you! What, have you come to preach 
Of wisdom to the wise? 


2ND BRAHMIN 


Lo, it is said 
That Shalabha, a tiny bird, set out 
To teach the swift bird Garud in the fable 
The use of wings. 


38RD BRAHMIN 


And in another fable 
A. patch of gold paint danced in foolish pride 
Before a mountain-range of real gold. 


1istT BRAHMIN 


And in another story it is written 
That a glowworm blinded with its own glimmer 
Called Vasaramani a beggar's lamp. 


2ND BRAHMIN 


And in another that an elephant 
Bred in a common forest of the earth 
Challenged the huge Airavat to a fight! 


38RD BRAHMIN 


And somewhere it is said that a snarled snake 
That crawls among the forests thought to shame 
The many-jewelled serpent-hood of Shesha 
With its own jewel lit with a dull flame. 


BRAHMINS 


And you, likewise, who are a Panchama 
Ignorant of the Shastras dare to come 
Into our presence with your argument ? 
Away with you this instant. 
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I am going. 
But, Brahmins, bear in mind these words I utter: 
You are but buying with your insolence 
The angry touch of God who will convert 
Your Brahminhood to Pariahdom when next 
You incarnate within this selfsame world 
Where now you flout me like a filthy dog, 
Since Nature, who is wise, metes out forever 
Her justice in a dark mysterious manner 
Beyond our little mortal comprehension. 


(The Panchama goes out).. 


isT BRAHMIN 
His mind is all a blank. 


2ND BRAHMIN 


How like the tail 
Of a tame brute his tongue wags in its speech. 
I would the Panchamas were all extinct! 
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Before the temple door. The three Brahmins are 
seen discussing as tn the last scene. 


ist BRAHMIN 


And when! reached the thither shore I saw 

Two people under the cool lemon tree 

Eating their mid-day meal, and one of them 

Was Chokha Mela, the dark Panchama. 
2ND BRAHMIN 


Perhaps the other was a villager ? 


1st BRAHMIN 
Ihave a tale to tell you. 


3RD BRAHMIN 
Tell us, tell us. 


1sT BRAHMIN 
And Choka’s wife, a very lovely woman... . 


2ND BRAHMIN 


I've seen her and although she is the wife 
Of a low creature. . 


3RD BRAHMIN 
She is beautiful , 
And I have wooed her often in my dreams. 


ilsT BRAHMIN 
This woman served them to their meal. 


2ND BRAHMIN 
I would 


I were the villager. 
3RD BRAHMIN 


Her hands and feet 
Might tempt the gods to fall from their high office. 
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1sT BRAHMIN 
I stood and watched them for a while and heard 
The words that passed between them. You will marvel 
When I unfold to you the conversation. 


2ND BRAHMIN 
And, pray, what did they talk about? 


ist BRAHMIN 
I heard 
The Panchama address a crow that sat 
Upon the lemon branch... 


2ND AND 3RD BRAHMINS 
What did he say ? 


ist BRAHMIN 
He said: ‘Most honoured sir, from out your beak 
The seeds are dropping on my holy Guest. 
Do you not know that the great Lord is seated 
With me in the cool shadow of this tree ? 
Fly to some other branch, respected sir, 
And pardon me if I have hurt your pride.” 


2ND BRAHMIN 


What, have you heard before of any man 
Conversing with a crow? 


1st BRAHMIN 

It was done on purpose 
To fling an insult on our Brahminhood 
For mark you well what followed. When the woman, 
The wife of that disease of all the world, 
Dropped curds by accident on the guest's garment 
Staining its hem, he cried out in despair, 
‘Alas, what have you done ? Behold, my wife, 
The curds have soiled the Lord’s pure Pitambar. 
Alas, the garment of the Lord is soiled”! 


2ND BRAHMIN 


Indeed, it was on purpose that he uttered 
The name of God in such familiar manner 
To wound our Brahmin’s sense of sanctity. 
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38RD BRAHMIN 
And did you teach the Panchama a lesson ? 


ist BRAHMIN 


Indeed, I did. The moment that he uttered 
The name of God in idle mockery 

I sprang upon him filled with godly rage 
And slapped his cheek into a crimson fire. 


(A group of worshippers goes into the temple) 
2ND BRAHMIN 
To save the reputation of our God 
And our own honour in the eyes of God 


We must inflict a punishment upon him 
Such as would seal his muttering mouth forever. 


3RD BRAHMIN 


Perhaps, if we could win as sacrifice 

The body of his wife for us to touch 

And render holy, he would be absolved 

And reach the fleckless garment-hem of God. 


(The group that went in rushes out shrieking) 
MEN 
Alas, alas, the cheek of God is bleeding! 
WOMEN 
Alas, His holy eyes are red with weeping! 
MEN 
A flood of tears has bathed the golden altar! 
WOMEN 
And there's a shadowy patch upon His garment! 
MEN 
O, who has filled the Lord with tears and sorrow ? 
WOMEN 
Why are you silent, Masters of the Temple? 
(Zhe Brahmins are struck dumb as with a sudden 
fierce flash of lightning) 
MEN 


You drop your eyes as though you were the culprits ? 
Vithoba's curse upon your bloodstained priesthood |! 


EKANATH 
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Janarahan, a Sage. 
Ekanath, his Desciple. 
Faqutr. 

The Faquir's Wife. 
Three Brahmins. 
Three Ancestors. 

A Scavenger. 

The Scavenger's Wife. 
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By the edge of a forest. Janardhan and his disciple 
Ekanath. 


JANARDHAN 


Dattatriya will visit us today 

In this green ample forest. In what form 

I cannot tell, for He is one who slips 

From shape to shape and comes in strange disguise 
Down to our earth to testuse When He came 
Guised as a Mussalman two days ago 

You kept apart from Him deeming it sin 

To come within His shadow, and you wept 

In penitence after He went away 

Beyond the little compass of our sight 

Leaving a trail of blossoms where He trod 

O fie ! to close your eyes when in your hands 
Glimmers a necklace of unnumbered pearls, 
To pass a Kalpavriksha on the way 
And yet not know till you have passed it by, 
To cry in thirst when at your feet for miles 

A sea of nectar sparkles! O blind eyes! 

To see Him and not seeHim. Years on years 
Performing a perpetual Vajrasan 

Men pray for but a fleeting glimpse of Him 

Yet meet with long denial. Ekanath! 

‘Tis very simple to foretell the future, 

Count the quick stars of night, or the long sands 
On a seashore, or pluck the mystery 

Closed in the jealous compass of all things, 

To dive into the ocean and to draw 

Pearl on white pearl out of its deep blue depths 
Or make the rainbow flash with forty colours, 
Or fix the lightnings gold beam once for all 

On the dark mountain forest . . . all this is simple 
But O how difficult it is to catch 

Even a rapid of glimpse of Atri’s son! 


EKANATH 


Master, I do confess that I was blind 
And yet I hardly know how to persuade 
My heart into believing that the wise 
And wondrous child of Anasuya’s womb 
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Came in the strange guise of a Mussalman 
An unbeliever, and an enemy 
Of our old deities. 


JANARDHAN 


The error lies 
In that you still incline to look upon 
Things in the painted light of outer eyes. 
O close them, close them for their light is dark 
Is dense, elusive . . . close them and learn to see 
Things through the crystal sight of the one eye 
Far open in the depths of your lone being, 
That one immortal eye whose steady sight 
Outlives the loveliness of all the world, 
That one immortal eye which sees but one 
Immortal Self in diverse creeds and forms. 
O fie on you, disciple, if you crave 
For Him, yet craving Him, forget to love 
All things He made out of His lovely dream. 


EKANATH 


But, Master, Mussalmans are infidels 
Who break our images and slay our cows 
Which is as good as desecrating God 
And slaying Him before our very eyes. 


JANARDHAN 


But Mussalmans can say the same of us ! 

Have you not seen how, swearing sacred oaths 
To look upon the cow as on a mother, 

Or as upon a clean celestial symbol, 

To guard it from red cruelty and death 

We make it yet a marketable thing, 

Exchange our own cow for a neighbour's cow, 
And underfeed it to a skeleton ? 

And then some of us play on skrieking pipes 
And beat loud drums before the still white Mosques 
Of Mussalmans just to defy their silence ; 
What is it but a form of desecration, 

A way of slaying God ? Ah no, my son, 

You cannot reach Him if you cannot reach 
Your hands out in deep love and reverence 


Alike to all on earth who are but ways 
Innumerable ways to the one House? 

It is the soul's sweet privilege to love 

And to be loved and when the privilege 

Is foolishly witheld by one another 

There is but room for sorrow and not hate, 


EKANATH 
Master, your words are wise. 


JANARDHAN 
There, do you see 
Three figures in the distance ? 


EKANATH 
Who are they ? 
A man, a woman and a shining dog: 
Who maay they be? 


JANARDHAN 


Who knows ?J only know 
That they are but three different shapes of Him. 
Obey my counsel. Be not led away 
By the rich harlotry of outer eyes. 


(enter a Faquir, his Wife, and a Dog) 
I bow before the Trinity. 


EKANATH (hesitatingly) 


I bow 
To you and to your wife and to your dog. 


FAQUIR 


The blessings of a beggar and his woman « 
Attend the Master and his young disciple : 
Offer them, ere we go, this earthen cup 
Brimful of milk foaming like ocean froth. 


(the Woman begins to milk the Dog) 


EKANATH 
O miracle, she has begun to milk - ae 
The dog that glimmers like the light of the moon. 
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FAQUIR 


Your young disciple has a destiny 

More golden than of golden summer days, 

More fragrant than the destiny of flowers, 

Two clear dark pools of knowledge are his eyes, 
The rhythm of the stars is in his breath 

And in his hands he holds the silver key 

Which opens the dark door of mystic things, 
And I, who am a beggar, crown him king. 


— Ekanath's forehead with his hands) 
Woman (offering the cup to the Faqutr) 


The milk today is warm and fresh like love 
When it is offered to the mighty Lover 


Faquir (handing it to Janardhan) 
Pray, take with kindly thoughts this beggar’s gift 
And pray for us, for even we need prayers. 


(they disappear) 


EKANATH 


Why, they have fled how like a whiff of wind 
Invisibl y beyond the sluggish grasp 
Of man's imagination. 


JANARDHAN 


(drinking part of the milk, offers tt to Ekanath) 
Holy milk ! 


EKANATH 


I've never drunk the milk of any dog 

And it has hardly made a difference 

Even though the dog was gleaming like the moon, 
Besides, a beggar's touch is on the cup. 


JANARDHAN 


Fool, drink a drop of it and you shall know 
The truth that hides behind your mask of blindness. 


. Ge forces Ekqnath to drink the milk) 
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EKANATH 


O miracle of miracles, the world 

Is blossomed now like a great burning flower 
In the vast gardens of mine ignorance, 

And there I see them on their lonely way 
Dattatriya, the Beggar of man’s love, 

Maya, his woman, shadow of His light, 

And Kamadhenu, their cool glimmering dog. 
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In Janardahan's Hermitage. 


JANARDHAN 


And now the rose-red flame of sorrowful years 
Beating its last thin gleam on what was dark 
Once in your soul, flickers and pales and dies, 
In the white splendour of the spirit’s dawn. 
You have no more to learn now that your soul 
Is like an open book wherein you read 

The crystal sentences of naked truth 

Written in golden characters of love. 

The time has, therefore, come for you to go 
Back to your aged parents and your home 
Where you will live to all appearances 

An ordinary man, wedded and bound 

To the revolving wheel of daily tasks, 

Of tiny details which, fulfilled, become 

The ultimate celestial masterpiece. 
Discovering the great Light does not mean 
That you should leave the lesser light and go 
Beyond the edge of earth and its dim life. 
When you have crossed the river do you break 
The painted boat, or do you split the cup 
When you have drunk the nectar ? Even so 
The world is, Ekanath. It is the boat 

Which brought you to the shore, it is the cup 
Which held the holy nectar to your lips. 

You will not break it now ? Go back, my son, 
Go back into the world, the dark wide world 
And fieck it here and there with sudden light. 


EKANATH 


The dark wide world may cover up my lamp 
And with its breath blow out its new-born light ? 


JANARDHAN 


That is a foolish fear | You fear because 

The splendour which is old is born anew 

Within your soul which had forgotten it, 

The old immortal splendour but one spark 

Of which can kindle worlds on sparkling worlds. 
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EKANATH 


Bless me, my Master, and the light will grow 
Steady and clear as the old light of stars. 


JANARDHAN (dlessing him) 


Go teach the law of truth to all the world, 

The old immortal and relentless law 

Which, if transgressed, the heavens grow out of joint, 
The very grass beneath the feet of him 

Who breaks the law, the wind, the tree, the cloud, 
And the red worm slow crawling o’er the rock 
Will rise in trembling wrath and call him traitor. 
Teach every man that when he breaks the law 

Of truth, the broken law of truth breaks him, 
Teach every man that when his hands disturb 
The holy harmony of life, the hands 

Of the resultant discord thunder down 

Upon his head in sharp red sudden anger: 

Teach Him that God strikes hard whén man defies 
The ancient law of beauty and of love, 

And if He seems, as sometimes, to forget 

To strike, it is not that He has forgotten, 

But that He merely bides His time and waits 

That He may strike the harder. 


EKANATH 


How shall man, 
QO Master, seek the old eternal Truth ? 


JANARDHAN 


In the way he loves best---Each man, my son, 
Has a way that is the best way for him: 

No two men are alike in all the world 

And hence no two men can discover God 

In thesame way. God is the ample heaven 
Which spreads serene and vast from end to end, 
The first man looks at heaven through a chink, 
The second, through a door, the third, may be 
Looks at the heaven through an open window, 
While there is a fourth who, different from the rest, 
Leaves the large house, its windows and its doors 
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And walks into the open, stands alone 

In the green centre of a field and looks 

At the same heaven:--And all the four are right. 
See how the sun sets spraying flame on flame 

Of diverse colours, like the diverse creeds 

On earth which vanish when the day is done 
And melt into the cool white smile of stars 

God smiles across the darkness of the world. 
My blessings be with you. 


EKANATH 


You are the bow 
Of wisdom which has shot me like an arrow 
Into the world of shadows, and I go. 
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A street running past Ekanath’s house. The Seaven- 
gevand his wife appear inthe street and ave heard to 
converse with each other 


SCAVENGER 


Inspite of all the people say, I think 
There's no profession in the whole wide world 
More noble than our own. 


HIS WIFE 


If people heard 
Some sentences born on your chattering tongue 
They'd take you for an idle moonstruck fool 
And cast you in a pit and bury you. 


SCAVENGER 


I'm anything but moonstruck. I can think 

As well as anyone who walks the street 
Which would be full of filth and ugliness 

If it were not for us. And that is why 

I say there’s no profession in the world 

More noble than our own, since it is we 

Who do incessant cleaning up for man 

And clear the air of sickness. God, in soothe, 
Originally meant that every man 

No matter what his birth or caste or creed 
Should be unto himself a scavenger 

To clean up the wide world without and clean 
The wider world within. 


HIS WIFE . 
You almost talk 
As if you were a Brahmin. 


SCAVENGER 


Ay, we are 
Woman, but what we dream and think and live, 
Not what we are by birth as fools believe. 
HIS WIFE 
And yet you dare not cross a Brahmin’s path . . . | 


re 


SCAVENGER 
Nor dare a Brahmin ours. It cuts both ways. 


HIS WIFE 


But we are bound eternally by them 
In heavy chains which we can never break. 


SCAVENGER 


Our chains are but the shadow of the chains 
Which cramp the Brahmin's soul. A day will come 
When he will seek deliverance at our hands 

And we will break his chains and breaking them 
Shake off our own. 


HIS WIFE 
O father of my children! 

What a delicious fragrance floods the air! 
O what a heavy smell of spicy food! 
Its birthplace is our neighbouring Brahmin’s kitchen. 
My nostrils swell in spicy ecstasy, 
My heart is near to jumping like the lid 
Of a rice-pot when the rice-water starts 
To boil and bubble. 


SCAVENGER 


By the Scavenger 
Of starry heavens, you are moonstruck now, 
Your eyes with greed grow redder than a chillie! 


HIS WIFE 
Iam so hungry. 


SCAVENGER 


There are many sorts 
Of hunger in the world. Your hunger is 
Only a needless hunger of the nose 
Which will not harm if left unsatisfied. 


HIS WIFE 
O we have never known what good food is... ... . -- 
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SCAVENGER 


What does it matter? Think you we were born 
Only to load our stomachs and lie down 

To fill the noons and nights with heavy snores ? 
That, if at all ‘tis meant for any man 

’Tis for the Brahmin in this Kaliyug, 

That idle sleepy yawning dolt who rounds 

A more than square meal off with a loud belch 
Adding each day to the circumference 

Of his balloonlike belly. God be praised 

That unlike him the scavenger has both 

A comfortable stomach and the time 

Which makes him pray more often and more well. 


HIS WIFE 


But it is seldom that He hears our prayers 

And it is not His fault for He is drowsed 

In the thick incense-fumes of holy temples 

His sense of hearing veiled with temple-drums 
Conch-shells and chants which echo in the heavens, 


SCAVENGER 


O foolish woman, you have little faith. 

If sometimes He seems not to hear our prayers 
‘Tis not because of temple-drums or fumes 

Or the shrill prayers of priests or shells of conch 
But ‘tis because our prayers are sometimes weak, 
Too weak in purpese to appeal to Him. 


HIS WIFE 
The voice of hunger is a weak low voice. 


SCAVENGER 


The voice of real prayer is strong enough 
To tear the silent heaven star by star. 


HIS WIFE 
My prayers have always been live real things. 
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SCAVENGER 


No real prayer fails to fulfil itself. 
(Ekanath appears at his door) 


EKANATH 


Brother, come in. The woman of my house 
Has spread the meal for you and bids you bring 
Along with you your daughters and your sons 
Since on this sacred day we do perform 

The mystic Shraddha of our ancestors. 


SCAVENGER'S WIFE 
He seems to be his own great ancestor 
Once living in the mellow golden age. 
SCAVENGER 


O foolish woman you have little faith | 
No real prayer fails to fulfil itself, 
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Ekanath's house. Ekanath and the Brakmtns. 


ist BRAHMIN 


You are no morea Brahmin . . . Youhave blown 
The lamp of knowledge out and filled your house 

With deep repentent darkness. You have streaked 

Your forehead with the wise and holy blood 

Which through an act of blindness you have shed 
Stabbing the hearts of Brahmins. You have thrown 

The memories of Brahmin ancestors 

In to the jet-black flames of ignorance 

Reducing them to ashes and you smear 

Those very ashes on your body. 


2nd BRAHMIN 
You 
Have made the holy heavens blush with shame - 
And that is why today the setting sun 
Will be the reddest that the world has seen 
Tinged with the troubled blood of ancestors 
Those Shraddha on this day remains undone. 


3RD BRAHMIN 


Lo, you have broken up the brotherhood 

Of wisdom whom the lesser men adore, 

Our brotherhood which is as old and chaste 

As the white stars which beam through conturies. 


lst BRAHMIN 


And you have veiled in a dark veil of shame 
The sacred Vedas. You have cast our pride 

To the dim winds which woo the low-born limbs 
Of panchamas and fan them in their sleep. 


2ND BRAHMIN 


You dared to feed upon this holy day 

A herd of lowborns, ere you set the meal 

Before the thrice-born ones whose lips are seats 

Of jewelled scriptures, and whose hearts are pearled 
With ancient knowledge won by right of birth? 

And you have even fed them ere you fed 
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Your ancestors who wait with eager eyes 
And aching eager hearts beyond the ridge of heaven 
From year to year for sweet celestial aid 
‘From their dim progeny onearth. . . 


38RD BRAHMIN 
Who wait 

For yearly ceremonies to be done 
By us, the pure custodian of the soul 
And of all heavenly learning. Year to year 
We with our chants and offerings help their thoughts 
To rise above the shadow of all form, 
From lesser light to the last ultimate Light. 


1sT BRAHMIN 
This day we break a custom, leave the need 
Of pitris unfulfilled . . . We breaka vow 


To light, to them and to the heavenward soul. 
And breaking it we break the starry chain 
Of beauty, stop the birth of unborn gods. 


2ND BRAHMIN 
Why are you silent? Speak! Polluted man. 


3RD BRAHMIN 


Lo, through the depths of your sad silence sounds 
The solitary voice of ancestors 

Crying for absolution . . . Fool of wisdom, 
What have you done? 


EKANATH 
Thrice noble sires, I did 


What a strange wisdom told a fool to do 
Though the whole world might laugh at him and hurl 
Its scorn like hurtling arrows at his head. 


ist BRAHMIN 
Brothers, he has become a lunatic. 

2ND BRAHMIN 
Touched by a wandering and hectic moon: 
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3RD BRAHMIN 


You mean a wandering low-born woman's face! 


ist BRAHMIN 


The ancestors break in a cloud of curse 
On you and on your woman... 


2ND BRAHMIN 


May your house 
Become a charnel-house, and may its floor 
Clang with the feet of demons in wild orgies. 


3RD BRAHMIN 


Henceforth, alas, you have no ancestors, 
Since ancestors are live immortal souls 
Who leave a trail of living souls behind 
But you, who are a fool, have lost your soul. 
And life has shut its golden gate on you. 


(they £0 out) 
EKANATH 


Low-born ! High-born! These are but hollow words 
Men coin in idle lampless ignorance. 

Is the sky greater than the earth because 

It hangs so high gemmed with the moon and stars, 
And earth the less with all its countless flowers 
Because it lies below? The sky would be 

A. weeping widow should the earth be dead. 

Where would the stars find strength to wake all night 
If flowers should perish and the mud be lost ? 

It is low earth which gives the sky its height, 

And hence the sky is servant of the earth 

As a true Brahmin of the Panchama. 

I, whom the world calls high-born, have this day 
Performed the Shraddha of my ancestors 

By serving with my pair of humble hands 

Sweet so-called low-borns to a holy meal. 

And if their hands have sinned may they be struck 
With the hot lightning of ancestral eyes 

From blackest clouds of anger--. 
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(here Three Tall Beantiful Figures come in. 
There is a celestial light on their faces, 
They are the Ancestors) 


ist ANCESTOR 


Worthy spark 
Of clear ancestral souls which burn like lamps 
Of unimaginable precious stones 
Upon the altar of the ultimate Dream. 
We, whom your yearly ceremonies, chants 
And offerings have helped though slowly on 
Through the grey valley of the heavenward light, 
Have on this day with your one heavenly deed, 
Freed us forever from the chains of form 
Which would have else been ours to bear in silence 
Through many future years. 


2nD ANCESTOR 


Behold, we come 
To crown you ancestor. 


3RD ANCESTOR 


Since in your eyes 
The old ancestral light of love and peace 
In which the dark of differences lies 
Bleeding with splendour, blossomed like the dawn 
In which your soul has wakened to behold 
The Brahmin and the Panchama grown one. 


RAIDAS. 
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Raidas, the Cobbler-Saint 
Washerman 
Dyer 
Stone-cutter 
Farmer 


Three Brahmins 
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A small room half-sunk below the level of a street in 
Pandarpur. It has a window which opens on to the 
street. Now and again the moving feet of the passers-by 
are visible through the window, Ratdas, the cobbler, 
sings to himself while getting flowers and holy water 
ready for his morning puja. The time ts early dawn, 


RAIDAS (singing) 
Raidas, do not sleep at night 
Nor waste your day in pleasures. 
Worship alone is the way to Light, 
The priceless treasure of treasures. 
When worship floods a mortal’s eyes 
All consciousness of the body dies, 
Man with worship's measuring rod 
The love of the Master measures. 
When he comes face to face with God 
His pride like a grey bird flies. 
What is the good of dance and of chant, 
And what is the good of daily rites 
Or shutting your eyes through the days and nights, 
If deep in the heart you cannot plant 
Truth like a blossom sweet ? 
What is the good of shaving your head 
Or turning pilgrim, or wearing the red 
Bare robe of the mendicant ? 
Alas, your lamp needs lighting yet 
At the end of day when the sun has set. 
Raidas says, “It is getting late 
And the road is long, O weary feet. 
You've still a long long time to wait 
Ere you and His threshold meet” 
This universe is but your ancient game. 
The fragrance of rich flowers, the running flame 
Of glow-worms in the woods through darkness floating. 
Butterflies that spread out their painted sails 
And on the clear blue stream of air go boating. 
Clouds that like mighty merchants with proud bales 
Of glowing merchandise from sky to sky 
Cry out their wares with a vast silent cry. 
The moon, the silver wheel of night's black car 
Which journeys, ever journeys fiom afar. 
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Young birds with emerald wings which streak the air 
With emerald flight, star twinkling unto star. 

Grass growing out of ages, worms that writhe, 

The hammer of the stone-cutter, the scythe 

Of the poor farmer, and the dhobi's feet 

Wending towards the river, and the sweet . 
Vague something in my cobbler’s heart which grows 
And grows each moment and in silence throws 

Coo! shadows on the walls of this lone room, 
Kindles a sudden splendour in the gloom 

Of every nook and corner, makes the hide 

I work in, smile as though it were a bride 

Shy, tender, full of love. My awl, my last, 

My cobbler’s every tool takes on a vast 

Sense of divinity. I feel your play 

Rama, within my body night and day. 


God is a mighty Cobbler 

And He cobbles day and night. 
The sun is a yellow sandal, 
The moon a sandal white. 


_In His blue room of heaven 
He cobbles night and day; 
Our human bodies are the shoon 
He wears upon His Way. 


God is a silent Cobbler 
Who cobbles day and night. 
The world is His old slipper 
And His step is very light. 


When dawn’s first light out of the night is cast 
I wake and wash my face and break my fast, 
Then bathe, and after that sitdownto pray .. . 
You ask me why I don’t begin the day 

With worship? Well, to tell you what a sage 
Foretold in ages past, this is the Age 

The shadow-woven Age of Kali, when 

Food takes the first place in the lives of men, 
Yielding a second place to God. Without 

A hearty meal, impetuous cries of doubt, 
Mind-wanderings, dim impulses of gloom, 
And even of anger—stir and leave no room 


Within the heart for Him who made the heaven 


So tender blue, and laid-the gleaming seven 
Soft colours on the bow of Indra. . . Yes 
Tis best, these days, to build God’s loveliness 
Upon the sure foundation of a meal. 

Now that I’ve had my morning food, I feel 

Free as a bird to wing the farthest height 

Of heaven, to sing of God, and dream of Light. 


God's dim colours 
Equally dwell 

In the wide heaven 
And the small shell. 


Earth's low dust is 
Just as high-born 

As the proud stars are 
Midnight sky-born. 


Thoughts too lovely 
And vast to tell 

Both in the saint 

And the cobbler dwell. 


(Ratdas ts about to sit down towership the Image of 
the Lord Vishnu. The utensils for worship as well as the 
seat on which he sits are all made of hide. But yust at this 
moment comes inawasherman, with a bundle of sotled 
clothes on hes back. It ts evident that he is on his way & 
the washerman's ghat) 


WASHERMAN 


A day of joy to you, my honest brother. 


(here he draws out from the bundle one of a pair of 
sandals) 


RAIDAS 


Off to the riverside to ply your trade, 
Friend washerman ? 


WASHERMAN 


This sandal needs your aid. 
Without this one there's sorrow in the other. 
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RAIDAS 


Even a silent pair of sandals can 

Impart divine philosophy to man. 

My friend, it teaches him that all things are 
Twin-born, each stone of earth. each quivering star 
Is mated with another. Should you part 

One stone from its dumb mate, the ancient heart 
Of earth would break into a terrible cry, 

And should you sever comrade stars, the sky 
Would crumble in an instant out of sight. 
Depend on me, I'll set this sandal right 

If but to save the other. 


WASHERMAN 


I must wend 
My steps towards the river. Honest friend 
I leave you to your worship. 


(Fe ts about to go, but he turns back suddenly) 


By the way 
What is God's trade? 


RAIDAS 


I know not, but I pray 
To One who knows a cobbler's heart, who seems 
A gentle Cobbler dreaming cobbler’s dreams 
But have you ever seen Him? 


WASHERMAN 


In my soul, 
Yes, twice in all my life. He bears the whole 
Wide world upon His back, even as I bear 
This bundle of soiled clothes. It is His share 
To wash our sins away, to strike us on 
Grey stones of time and change between the dawn 
And dusk till ages ring. Then one by one 
Outstretched we lie beneath the scorching sun 
Of a long summer-day of human pain. 
When we are clean, He picks us up again. 


(the Washerman goes away singing) 
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God is a mighty Washerman, 
And He washes night and day 
Our lives, until their evils are 
Entirely washed away. 


God is a patient Washerman, 
And He washes day and night, 
Until the blackest thought in us 
Burn with a diamond light. 


God is a silent Washerman, 
And He washes you and me 
Of human stains, until we grow 
Gods in eternity. 


(When the Washerman ts going out of the room and 
Raidas ts placing the sandal on his dusty shelf, a Dyer 
comes tn with a pair of curious-shaped shoes in his hand) 


DYER 


A day of hues to you, my honest friend . 
I've brought a pair of shoes for you to mend. 


RAIDAS 


Off to the busy town to dye and dye 
Good friend of many colours, ard to cry 
Out your enchanting rainbow-laughing wares ? 


DYER 


Indeed, even as God does in the sky 
Between the sunrise and the setting moon. 
What think you, brother, of these curious shoes? 


RAIDAS (holding them up to the window) 


A quaint old pattern, yes, of all the pairs 
Which I have known, the quaintest. 


DYER 


It's a strong 
And healthy pair, and there is nothing wrong 
With either shoe, except that when | walk 
They start their squeamish, squealy, squeaky talk, 


I'll leave them here and‘call again at eve, . .: /.22 
Thrice honest cobbler. . -but. . Catone I leave 
You to your worship, tell me what you. feel 
Is Hari’s trade? 

RAIDAS 


I know not, but I kneel ~ 
To one who sees a cobbler’s mind, and knows 
A humble cobbler’s little joys and woes. 
But have you ever seen Him? ~ 


DYER ‘y 


In my heart, 
‘Four times inall . . . He with the dyer's art 
Dyes the whole world with ever changing hues. 
His schemes are rich, He knows to pick and choose. 
Out of His pure white beakers, paint by paint 
To tinge the hearts of sinner and of saint. 
He dyes the bird-wings yellow, fruit-flesh red, 
Colours the large snow-turban round the head 
Of mountains with strange shades of pink and gold 
As fresh and warm and lovely as of old. 


(the Dyer leaves Ratdas singing a song) 


God is the Master Dyer, 
And He dyeth night and day | 
The bridal cloths of heaven 
In silver, green and grey. 


God is the heavenly Dyer, 

And He dyeth day and night 
The dusk with purple splendour 
And the dawn with crimson light. 


God is the lonely Dyer , 
Who dyeth tenderly os 
In gorgeous loves and sorrows 

The hearts of you and me. 


(As the Dyer goes out, the stone- cutter and the former 
come tn, the Jormer with amcasurement for a pair of sand- 
ae ee ee ee 
FOPABTS 
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STONE-CUTTER . 


Amomofjoytoyou . , 


RAIDAS 
The stones await 
Your heavy hammer-strokes. 


STONE-CUTTER 


Indeed, the fate 
Of stones, of men and of all earth-born things 
Is just the same. Beneath my hammer rings 
The stone while taking shape, so stroke by stroke 
Man’s soul is wrought. The whole world first awoke, 
Methinks, beneath the hammer of the wise 
Stone-cutter ever toiling in the skies. 


RAIDAS 


Pain is the womb of sainthood. Vithoha strikes 
On the world’s harp whatever tune He likes; 

The tuning hurts, but the tune sounds at last 
Sweetly beyond the shadow of a pain. 

The incense-gum suffers awhile the vast 

Red test of fire, but suffers not in vain 

For soon the sweet and heavenward rising smoke 
Breathes from the censer. Hari's hammer-stroke 
Fashions us ever into form again. 


STONE-CUTTER 


The sun will soon come up and with his smile 
Light up the village-meadows mile on mile. 

I must be gone, but ere I go I leave 

This measurement with you. To-morrow eve 
I need a pair of Sandals. 


RAIDAS 


Strong yet light 
rill snake them, working late into the night. 


STONE-CUTTER (goes away singing) 
Thoughts too lovely, 

Too vast to utter, 

Dwell alike in 

Saint and stone-cutter 
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Whenever I toil 

In the dust and the heat 
I dream of the shadows 
Of evening sweet. 


When silence ends 
The day's hard labour 
And I sleep and dream. 
Of God, my neighbour. 


(extt the stone cutter) 


FARMER 


Sweet morning to my friend, the lord of leather, 
Who works alike in calm and stormy weather. . , 
This water-pouch of hide is torn. I pray 

Mend it for me before the close of day. 


RAIDAS 
Friend farmer, do you worship ? 


FARMER 


Yes, at night 
After my woman lights our cottage-light, 
And my three noisy children drop asleep 
And night grows silent wonderful and deep. 


RAIDAS 
Whom do you worship ? 


FARMER 
God. . . 


RAIDAS 
What is His trade? 


FARMER 


He is the perfect Farmer. He has made 

Green field and voiceless water. Stars he sows 
Like seeds in the dim fields of heaven, and grows 
The red and saffron fruits of sun and moog. 
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He, in our human hearts, has slowly strewn 

Dream-seeds which bloom through time, our smile and 
tears 

The harvest-crop He gathers through the years. 

(the Farmer leaves Raidas, singing his farmer's song) 


God is an ancient Farmer 

And he labours day and night 
Sowing dim seeds of shadow, 
Reaping rich blooms of light. 


God is an olden Farmer 

And He labours night and day. 
The earth forever yields Him 
Its harvest green and gay : 


God is a quiet Farmer 

And He labours night and morn : 
A million lives each moment 
Like blades of grass are born. 


(Raidas is now alone. He sits to worship the Image 
of Lord Vishnu) 


RAIDAS (sings to the sound of cymbals) 


When first youn came as a babe to earth 
You came with the golden gifts of birth, 
Deep-hidden within your infant's form 
Burned your love for Him rich and warm, 
But as you grew to be older and older 
That beautiful love grew colder and colder. 
All your youth you plucked the gaudy, 
Burning, sorrowful fruits of body 

All your youth alas ! you wasted 
Drinking the wine of dark Untruth. 

Alas, alas, you left untasted 

The nectar-cup of eternal Youth. 

A wistful light now floods your sky 

And the shadowy evening draweth nigh. 
There blows a deep and bitter gale. 

In your mid-voyage why do you cry? 

Is it because the day grows pale? 

Or are the provisions over, friend ? 

Did you not know when you set sail 
‘Twould take you ages to reach the end ? 
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(afer perfoming a cerémony tn silence, he sings again) 
Joy ctités you like a shadowy sword 
Unless and until you find the Lord. 
Sorrow scatters his flaming seeds 
Until you find the shadowless flower. 
You might wander the world with your rosary-beads 
And find Him not, if the heart is blind. 
But once you know the sudden, kind 
Wonder of love, be sure you will find 
The hiding One ina single hour. 
Shake off, shake off the mask of lies 
That hides your face and covers your eyes. 
By merely daubing the body with paint 
And ringing the holy bell, poor saint ! 
You cannot deceive the One who is blue, 
The One who knows the false and the true. 
Says Raidas in his usual manner, 
“ Make your life Lord Hari’s banner" 

(again, as before, after performing another ceremony, 
he sings) 
Come clear, come clear of the body’s taint 
In the pure presence of seer and saint. 
The thoughts of a good man make one good 
Even as the thoughts of a bad man turn 
The heart to evil. Lo, it is said 
The drop of Swati touching the hood 
Of a snake, with poison begins to burn 
But when the drop of Swati is shed 
Into the silent heart of an oyster 
It turns to a pearl which feels a joy stir 
As though of new birth. Raidas is slowly 
Losing the touch of earthly things 
And coloured with God is becoming holy 
Sweet is the song that Raidas sings. 


(Three Brahmin Pilgrims come in, hearing Raidas 
singing Bhajan. Vihen they see that he ts surrounded by 
utensils of hide, andis himself sitting ona leather seat 
before the Image, they begin talking to him insolently) 


ilsT BRAHMIN 


You dare to worship the Lord’s holy feet 
Seated upon that loathsome leather seat? . 
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Ard you dare thus to worship and to pray ? 
Over His broken pride Lord Vishnu weeps. | 
3RD BRAHMIN 


Ah look, upon a shabby leather tray 
The puja flowers in sad and sullied heaps. 


ist BRAHMIN 
The holy water stands in cups of hide. 


2ND BRAHMIN 
A cobbler’s hands have shattered the Lord’s pride. 


3RD BRAHMIN 
Dead dirty leather stings on every side. 


1lstT BRAHMIN 
You cobbler |! 
2ND BRAHMIN 


Cobbler's grandson ! 


38RD BRAHMIN 


Cobbler’s son ! 
Open those prayer-pretending eyes. 


ist BRAHMIN 
Have done 
With worship. 
3RD BRAHMIN 
Fruits of worship are denied 


To him who seated on a skin-wrought seat 
Dares to embrace the Blue Lord’s sacred feet. 


ist BRAHMIN 
You master-criminal ! 


2ND BRAHMIN 
You worse than sin | 
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Srbd BRAHMIN 


Whose cups of worship are of hardened skin, 
How dare you hope to win the love of One 
Who far beyond the stars and setting sun 
Dwells secret and evasive. 


ist BRAHMIN 
Dwells within 
The Brahmin’s heart like mystery alone. 
Whom even Shastras have but vaguely known 
In twilit glimpses, whom the ages seek 
Untired yet. 
2ND BRAHMIN 


How dare you hope to find 
Him whom the sages worship on the peak 
Of inner mountains, who has filled our mind 
With wisdom, who has painted the pure streak 
Of knowledge on the forehead of oursoul . . . 


8RD BRAHMIN 


Who paints the purple images of cloud 

And holds the seven seas in his control, 

Who makes the lightning fling a sudden, proud 
Glance at the forest, stains the crimson beak 

Of woodland-birds, and weaves the dim blue shroud 
Of eve for the dead daylight. 


2ND BRAHMIN 
Do you seek 

Encircled with your leather, Him who made 
The lovely world dappled with light and shade 
Colour on colour, flameonfilame? . . . Withdraw 
O fool, nor mar with hide the clean white law 
Of worship. 

8RD BRAHMIN 

And repent you ever tried 
To win His Beauty in a room of hide. 


RAIDAS 
Nay be not hasty, lords of higher birth ! 
There are, indeed, few things upon this earth 
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Which are not touched with hide which thus you scern. 
Lo, man, for full nine months ere he is born 
Grows in a pouch of skin, his mother's womb . , 
And He whose praises Vedas chant and whom 
You, in your wisdom claim, doth dwell within 
Man's human form, His temple-house of skin, 
Dhol and mridangam, drums you proudly beat 
While dancing in the shadow of His feet, 

Resound with running rhythm on every side, 

That rhythm is the holy rhythm of hide |! 

Your lips which utter Vedic run and rhyme 

The two palms of your hands beating loud time 
Striking against each other, ears that drink 

Long Bhajans every night, the tender pink 

Teats of the sacred milch-cow which provide 

The Image of God with milk, are made of hide ! 


1isT BRAHMIN 
You are a fool ! 
2ND BRAHMIN 


Your very brains are wrought 
In toughest hide. 


3RD BRAHMIN 
To hold a cobbler’s thought. 


1stT BRAHMIN 


Raidas, enough of this. God's heaven is sick 
With the dull stench of leather and your thick 
Worship with hide. Give o'er this show of prayers 
And never more to heaven, but to pairs 

Of slippers, shoon and sandals turn your eyes 

For your God dwells in leather-builded skies. 


2ND BRAHMIN 
Yon perfect Image carved in chaste black stone 
Is meant to be worshipped by us alone. 


8RD BRAHMIN 


For Brahmins are unto the Vedas wed 
And they alone possess the sacred thread, 
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It is not you alone, thrice holy sires ! 

But even I, who feel the Fire of fires 

Burning within my soul, to God am wed 

What proof, you ask? Behold, my sacred thread ! 


(Raidas rips open his chest with his cobbler's kutfe 
and reveals to the proud Brahmins a sacred thread under 
his skin. The Brahmins struck with awe prostrate before 
the cobbler, Raidas) 


RAIDAS (sings while from overhead bursts 
a rain of flowers) 


How shall I worship you, Rama, 

Teach me how ? 

Where shall I find fit fruits for you, 
Leaves and flowers and roots for you, 
How shall I worship you, Rama 

Teach me how ? 

Rama ! 

Blooms are polluted by black bees 

Ere they are plucked from their bough, 
Rama |! 

By the time the milk can be drawn for you 
The calf pollutes the cow, 

Nectar and poison dwell together, 

So sings Raidas, worker in leather, 

For the fish pollutes the water 

Ah me, 

And the chandan-paste is made from the wood 
Of a snake-polluted tree! 

How shall I worship you, Rama 

Teach me how? 


Curtain. 


TUKARAM 
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Tukaram 
Avalai, his wife 
Their Children 
Rameshwar, the haughty Brahmin 
fits two Disciples 
Three Neighbours 
The Lord Vithoba 
Rukmint, his wife 
Servants from Stvaji 
Crowd 
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In Tukaram's house. Tukaram, surrounded by his 
children, ts singing a hymn to the accompaniment of a 
tambura, * 


SONG: 


My Hart's name ts like a tree 

Which spreads tts branches far and wide. 
My Hart's name ts like a tree 

Which spreads tts boughs on every side. 


Its branches spread from age to age 
Across the years, and months, and hours, 
See how they bend beneath the weight 
Of mellow fruits and mellow flowers. 


My heart was once a restless bird 
Butitis very quiet now. 

It never says a single word 

But sits alone upon a bough, 


Upon a bough of Hart's name 

Grown comrade to the fruits and flowers 
And in the still enchanted light 

Spends nectarous enchanted hours. 


(Enter Tukaram's wife, a good woman grown weary 
with long sorrow. In her hand she brings an earthen 


pot.) 
AVALAI 


I've half a mind to break this earthen pot 
Across your pate which is no better than 

A leaky pot ot clay through which escapes 
The muddy water of your Hari’s name 

Drop by monotonous drop. I tell you, Sir ! 
The day your tongue grows tired of calling out 
To Pandurang the sun will cease to rise. 


TUKARAM 


Then will the world cry out in terrible dark. 


* Zambura: a four-stringed musical instrument used by Indian 
singers as ak accompaniments 
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AVALAI 
You weaty tie with words. You weafy me 
With the lotig drowsy droning of your hymns 
Which say the same thing over and over again. 
ist CHILD 
O mother, do the winds and clouds and stars 
Not say the same thing over and over again ? 
2ND CHILD 
And do they weary you with their old words ? 


AVALAI (stapping both of them) 


I beat you, beat you, beat you all day long 
And yet you never, never seem to change. 
1st CHILD 
For we are like the stars and clouds and winds. 


2ND CHILD 


And like eternal things which never change. 
(They go out.) 


TUKARAM 


We ate the lovers of the changeless One 

And, loving Him, our bodies have become 
Transmuted into tranquil diamond jars 

Filled to the brim with the dim honey of dreams. 


AVALAI 


If only I were not your woman, Sir ! 

And not the mother of your prattling babes, 
I would have flourished a stout firewood log 
Across your backs and breaking them in two 
Have made your adamantine diamond jars 
Confess an ancestry of earthen pots ! 


TUKARAM 
The dead wood touching us would bloom to flowers. 
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AVALAI 


How can your touch make dead wood bloom to flowers- 
You, you who are yourself more dead than wood |! 

The whole town talks about yon with contempt 

And calls you by a hundred crooked names 

And yet you never, never say a word. 


1st CHILD 


My father is as silent as the heavens. 


2ND CHILD 
Which only shows my father isa saint. 


AVALAI 


You mean it shows your father is a fool ! 

For saints are fools at best who spend their days 
Shifting black beads about along a string 

Toa mechanically muttered name, 

Who wear pale beads of wood around their throats 
And paint their foreheads with a yellow paste, 

And make the night go giddy with their dance, 
Who burst the golden ear-drums of the world 

With riot of rattles, storm of cymbal-clangs. 


TUKARAM (stuging) 


In the left hana you hold the cymbals, 
And tn the right the love of the Lord. 
Through the nights and days 

Ina hundred ways 
Our bodtes dance of their own accord. 


AVALAI (parodying him) 


In the left hand you hold the rattles 
And tn your right a bowl of gourd. 
Day after day 
In a shameless way 
You beg your bread in the name of the Lovd. 


Yes, sainthood is a most convenient mask 
For idle fools who cannot earn their bread 
And will not, ifthey could. Te hell with seinte) 
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TUKARAM 
Then there would be no hell. 


AVALAI 
The earth itself 
Has grown into a hell because of saints, 
Celestial parasites who talk of soul 
To feed the body on neighbour's bread ! 


TUKARAM (sings) 


When the heart ts free from sin 
And grows beautiful within 
Saint and stnner, foe and friend 
10a single being blend, 

Poison which like blue fire burns 
Into holy nectar turns. 
When the heart has sinless grown 

Wedded ts the star to stone 
And the cankers that devour 
Flowers, find themselves in flower. 
Then the viger and the lamb 
In one pure voice cry out’ Lam.” 
Tuka says ‘* Only His mercy can 
Flood so much sainthood tn the heart of man.” 


(Tukaram’s third child enters, pouting peevishly.) 
38RD CHILD 
O mother, I am hungry ! 


AVALAI (pulling his ear) 
Go and stuff 
Your stomach with your father’s holy hymns 
And grow as fat and bulky as the book 
In which he writes them down, for are you not 
The holy offspring of a holy saint ? 


(The child goes out crying. Avalat notices some people 
coming towards the house.) 


But here they come, the beggars of the world 
Who masquerade as spiritual kings. 
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TUKARAM (sings) 


Saints are Hart's 

Holy bodtes 

Knowing them 

You know what God és. 
In a hundred ways 
Ina hundred rhymes 
7uka says this 

A hundred times. 


AVALAI 


That is what Tuka says, but Tuka's wife 
Who has as much a right as anyone 
To say a thing says quite another thing. 


(She parodies his song and sings) 


Saints are scoundrels 
Full of poses 

Pull thetr cheeks 

And scratch their noses. 
They ave full 

Of secret crimes 

Says Avalat 

A hundred times. 


O if you only knew how many rhymes 

Go grinding, grinding, grinding in my head 
Whenever I sit grinding at the quern 

You would begin to quote them even in sleep 
Forgetting all the rhymes you ever wrote 

And your inevitable ‘‘ Tuka says "’ 

Would slip from off your tongue as from a leaf 
Of lotus slip two trembling drops of dew |! 


(Enter Rameshwar, the haughty Brahmin, with his two 
aisctples.) 


TUKARAM (d0wtnp low to them) 


Thrice welcome, Saint ! what can I offer you? 


AVALAI 


Stones and round cakes of dung, for that is all 
Hosts of an empty house can offer guests. 
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Thrice welcome to a beggar’s humble house. 


RAMESHWAR (rolling his eyes) 


Away, away with you, dissembling saint ! 
You thief, pretender, drunkard, villain, fool . , 


AVALAI 


You are not talking to your father, Sir, 

Nor to your father’s father, nor yourself. 

Your temper leaps up like a treacherous tiger 
With scarlet eyeballs, claws about to clutch, 
Your tongue is like a young unbridled mare 
Which leaves her hoofprints on the road to hell. 


TUKARAM (very gently) 


Woman, be not uncourteous to a saint. 


AVALAI 


A saint, indeed | God save Himself and us 
From such a saint who rolls his blood-red eyes 
And showers a host of wild unholy words 
Upon your head, upon the holy head 

Of one whom God loves with the very love 
Which lights a festival of birds at dawn 

And brings about star-marriages at dusk. 


TUKARAM (with humility to Remeshwar) 


Have I offended you in any way 
At any time with word or deed of mine? 


RAMESHWAR 
There's something in your face which angers me. 
AVALAI 


The crown of fame, the poet's glittering crown 
Of fame upon his head crimsons your eyes | 
You are all jealous of my poet's songs | 


Poxzms ann Piays 319 
RAMESHWAR (forcing a laugh) 


fealous of whom ? Of him? Jealous of him 
Who is no better than the wayside filth 
We would not even deign to tread upon? 


(Here he tries to touch Tukaram insolently with his foot.) 


AVALAI 


My children’s father ! rise and challenge him ! 
It fills my heart with rage to see you sit 

Like a calm god upon the starry verge 

Of such divine forgiveness. 


TUKARAM 


Mother, mothe rl 
Are you enraged because no rage is left 
Within my heart ? Lo, I have plucked the thorns 
Of sin and sorrow from its bed of rose 
On which my Lord reposes night and day, 


AVALAI 
He dared to try and touch you with his feet | 


TUKARAM 


The bonds of death and birth and time and change 
Are broken at the touch of a saint's feet. 


AVALAI 
His eyes are red with cowardly insolence! 


TUKARAM (humbly to Rameshwar) 
Forgive me, Master of the hermitage ! 


AVALAI 


Why do you beg forgiveness of a fool 
Who should instead beg youts upon his knees? 


RAMESHWAR 


Forgive you, low-born man! Do you forget 
Your mother was at Vaishya * ? 


ea ne ee ee ce — 1 a Oe eee 


* Vaiehya : the caste of the tradesman in India. 
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AVALAI 
He forgets 

Your father was a Brahmin, for your ways 

Are low-born ways which hide away your birth. 
Poor fool! your insolence grows twofold now 

My husband begs forgiveness at your feet 

But had you known the golden laws of Love 

Your spirit would have blushed and bled in shame 
Knowing the voice of a wronged man which begs 
Forgiveness at the feet of him who wronged 
Is the forgiving voice behind the veil. 


RAMESHWAR 


Cheap offspring of a common tradesman’s wife | 
Your hands which should have measured pan by pan 
Red and green chillies yellow-beaded maize 
And meddled with long sheets of dull accounts 
Have dared to call themselves a poet's hands ! 
To write audacious rigmaroles of rhymes 

With as much music in them as in crows 

Which congregate and caw when a crow dies 

Do you not know a Brahmin's lips alone 

May chant of God and universe and love, 

His hands alone write poems on the soul ? 

And you have now transgressed an ancient rule 
And written rhymes no parrot would repeat. 


AVALAI 


He has already written songs on songs 

And will before he dies write millions more 
And what is that to you? How does it hurt 
You or your father or your grandfather ? 
When did the mightly brothers of your caste 
Monopolise the muse of melody ? 

Which one in the grey genealogy 

Of long-eared ancestors has told you this? 
Was it the one who taught your saintly legs 
The impulse which they showed a while ago ? 


TUKARAM 
Why does the cactus grow upon your tongue 
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AVALAI (shaking her fist at Rameshwar) 
Your idle threats fall on my husband’s ears 
Like chicken feathers in a Sudra’s yard. 
Sir, he will write, and I will also write, 
Our children, too, will soon begin to write . . 


RAMESHWAR (scofiing/y) 


In the lined pages of a ledger book 
If that is what you mean ! 


AVALAI 
Our pots and pans 
Contain more poems than your Brahmin soul 
And there is no more knowledge in your heart 
Than in our clay-lamp or our wooden spoon! 


RAMESHWAR 


Come, you will pay for this. A Brahmin’s wrath 
Is like the lightning in a chasm of cloud 
Followed by a tremendous thunder crash 

Which makes the whole world tremble. 


AVALAI 
Foolish man |! 
My husband is like a Himalayan peak 
Calm and superb and drowsed in ancient peace. 
Your Brahmin wrath is but a hollow boast 
Its lightning but a little glow-worm throb, 
Its thunder but the wing-noise of a moth! 


TUKARAM (sings) 


What terrible waves of longings leap and toss 
Around us, and what restless passions rise 
Like reddening tempest clouds against the skies. 
O, whata dificult sea we have to cross ! 


About the boat of life, lowe and destre 

Whirl ltke great sea-bi1ds with wide wings of fire 
The only way to cross this sea of flame 

Is tn the boat, sings Tuka, of His name. 


RAMESHWAR 


Your Pandurang is a pathetic jester 
Who to the monkey drum of sun and moon 
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Cuts capers in the courts of shining gods 

For their amusement ; and at times he cracks 
A stupid joke which echoes on the earth 

Takes human shape and grows more stupid still 
And the town calls it poet Tukaram. 

But time has made it old and sorry and stale 
And everything grown stale and sorry and old 
Threatens the fair world like a stinking weed 
And therefore like it should be rooted out. 


(To his disctples) 


Inform the village headman of this weed 
This sleepy weed which slowly poisons flowers, 
And bid him come and root it out in time. 


(Zo Tukaram, sternly) 
Sir, you shall leave this village by to-morrow 
And pass beyond our holy neighbouring town. 
Where is your foolish book ? 
TUKARAM (fetching tt for him, gives tt) 
| Here is the book. 
AVALAI 
The book that makes you sleep a broken sleep |! 
RAMESHWAR (geéving st to his disciples) 
I have heard painted river-fishes pray 
To the dim river-goddess for these rhymes 
And soon the drowsy twilit river-deeps 
Will ring with them, and then, who knows? perhaps, 


The ravishing river-goddess may arise 
And crown you poet of her cool green world ! 


(Rameshwar goes out with his disciples) 


AVALAI 
Alas, alas, he will destroy your songs ! 


TUKARAM 


Songs are immaculate immortal birds 
Which soar on wide invulnerable wings 
Over dim seas of Time. You can destroy 
The poet, if you like, but not his songs, 
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You have the patience of a wayside stone 
Which never says a single angry word 

To the traveller who spurns it with his foot. 
But mine is like the water of a lake 

Ruffled at the least breath of every wind. 
Who taught you so great patience? 


TUKARAM 


He who taught 
The sun, the moon, the wind and star and rain 
The old courageous patience which they need 
In the fulfilment of diurnal tasks. 
He taught me patience, He who is Himself 
Embodiment of patience infinite 
Who stands alone and watches silently 
Over the shattered image of the world 
Which He in utmost love and travail wrought, 
Then seeking out the blind iconoclasts 
Hurts them with love sharper than any sword, 


AVALAI 


Then I am certain that He loves us too 

For He is always hurting you and me , 
With the sharp sword of His relentless love, . 
But I had rather that He did not love ! 
So we be saved from sorrow. eo 


TUKARAM 

_ . Hari! Hari! 
AVALAI 

He is too far away to hear you call. 
TUKARAM 

He is more near to us than we ourselves. 

AVALAI 

O Tam weary weary of the way 

In which you seek the Lord forgetting us 

Forgetting us to whom you owe a duty. 


Through the long months your children cry for food . | . 
But it would almost seem as if the door 
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Of love were shut for ever in your heart, 
And you sit dreaming in the roseate light 
Of fruitless dreams which cannot but us bread. 


TUKARAM 


Who feeds the crane, the partridge and the snipe 
Will feed us also. 

AVALAI 

Speak no more of Him 

Who ina selfish isolation sits | 
Aloof from us nor ever takes account 
Of the world's sorrow. Hoping still we knock 
At His hard door of mercy till we die 
But at the end of it we only find 
Red bruises crying on our beggar’s palms, 
O I am broken under the dim weight 
Of long denials, I will end this life. 


TUKARAM 


And when you end it you will truly live, 
When the loud tumult of the heart is hushed 
The simple orphaned music of the soul 

Will rise again, the complex-shadowed mask 
Of painted vanities will fall away 

Unfolding to our unaccustomed eyes 

The gorgeous whiteness burning in all things. 
Then, having suddenly become all things 
We will have naught to seek. O let us go 
Toward that Light which beckons from afar. 


AVALAI 
My lord, where will you go leaving your house ? 


TUKARAM 
A house is but a lonely hiding-place. 


AVALAI 


Nay, do hot leave us lonely once again. 

You have already done it more than once, 

For months and months upon a mountain-top 
Lost in the soul's deep solitude you've sat 
And I have walked long miles of rugged road, 
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Day after day, bringing your meals for you 

Until one day a sharp thorn pierced my foot 

And I lay in a swoon along the road 

Under a fierce and naked mid-day sky. 

And then you pitied me, and for my sake, 
Leaving the distant mountain top, you came 
Back to your house, your children and your wife. 
Nay, do not go again. I will not say 

An angry word against your God or you, 

I will not doubt His love, nor doubt your love. 

I will be good, and learn your hymns, and we 
Will sing together under the starry heavens. 

O I will bare my bosom to the blade 

To the white and sudden sword-blade of God's love. 


TUKARAM 


The mellow Light is doubled in my soul 
And deepens, deepens, deepens everywhere 
Out of the silence leaps a lonely cry 

The cry which is the silence of our soul. 
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htisa shivey night. The courtyard in Tukaram' 
house. Tukaand Avalai are seated beside the tutst plant 
which grows ona square mound specially built for tt. 


TUKARAM (sings) 


The pilgrim soul moves on from age to age, 
The body ts her place of pilgrimage. 
O sow it full of Hart's name, the seed 
From whtch life's frutt of light ¢s slowly freed 
Beyoud the orchard-shadows of destre. 
Without Hits name this life ts like a fire 
Slowly consuming us upon the earth 
And death comes at the end of every birth 
In robes of mournful black and makes us pay. 
How long, how long shallwe delay the day 
Of paying of our debts ? Why do we add 
To them each passing moment and grow sad? 
O mother, I have seen the headman watt 
Day after day outside the little gate 
Of our evasions beggarly and blind. 
Come, open wide the gate and bid the kind 
Eternal Headman welcome, fill Hts hands 
Vitth all our earth-possesstons ; cattle, lands, 
Shining utensils, pots of brass and clay 
And there will then be nothing more to pay. 


AVALAI 


There is much sweetness in your song, and yet 
I think we are indebted to no one. 


TUKARAM 


We owe no man the shaddow of a debt, 
But there is One to whom at every turn 
We owe a mighty debt, for has He not 
Given us eyes to drink the light of dawn, 
And ears to drink the music of the birds, 
And lips to utter limpid words of love? 
Has He not given us a glimmering soul 
To help the beauty of the universe ? 

Has He not coloured us with mystery 
Has He not made the green grass and soft lights 
To paint a summer dawn for our delight, 
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And where shall we find wealth enough to pay 
For one blue gleam, for one green blade of grass. 


AVALAI 


Why need we pay at all when we can hide 
In some dim corner of the world from Him ? 


TUKARAM 


Where can we hide from Him who is Himself 
Hidden in every atom of the world ? 

O Love, all things between the earth and sky 
Are His eternal honest messengers : 

The squirrel on the bough, the silent lake, 
The heron standing on the water-line, 

The violet shadow hanging on a hill, 

The hawk which hovers over the tree-tops, 
And trees which beckon, beckon to the clouds 
And clouds which never break their vow of silence. 
This host of old innumerable things 

On earth, in heaven, are His messengers 
Which would betray your steps at every turn 
And if they slipped by chance into a sleep 

In sudden weariness, your very shadow 
Which follows, follows you and finds you out 
To the dim utmost ends of earth, will bear 
Witness against you at the throne of God. 


AVALAI 
O we are like the weak worm in a wood 


TUKARAM 


So long as we are proud of human power, 
But when we yield our pride into His hands 
The worm takes on a pair of seraph wings 
And burns the world up in its glowing flight. 


AVALAI 


Why did His hands which have created flowers 
Create the sorrows of a human life ? 


TUKARAM 


Flowers are the silent sorrows of the earth 
And we can make our sorrows sweet as flowers 
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If we would grow as quiet as the earth. 

O mother of my children, let us grow 

Quiet and beautiful like earth, like light, 
Like the vast sky above us which is full 

Of a lone sacrifice of sleepless stars. 

Ah Love, all things are big with sacrifice ! 
Seeds perish into flowers and flowers to fruit 
Lamps yield their pale gold oil to feed the flame, 
And the flame burns itself to feed the dark. 
Our soul is God's superb self-sacrifice 

And each self-sacrifice of soul is God. 


AVALAI 


O saint, sweet saint ! already on my heart 
You play a lonely tune of sacrifice. 


TUKARAM 


We will give all to beggars and to saints 

And hush the last desire within our hearts. 

Then having given everything away 

We will want nothing, having all we want, 

For the Lord traces on a beggar’s palms 

A wealth-line which would pale the palms of kings. 
O come, come, come, together we will go 

Toward the Light that beckons from afar. 


(He sings a hymn while Avalai listens in deep and 
significant silence.) 


When we have gtven up all things 
We will be wealthier than kings. 
Beloved, when the body dies 

The sweet soul opens both her eyes. 
When lust and passion and desire 
Are burned in spiretual fire 

And when we exile greed and pride 
Which hem us in on every side 
And slay green jealousy which tries 
To come between us and the skies 
Then peace, forgiveness, pity, love 
Which have their root tn God above 
Become our comrades and a part 
Of the new Beauty of our heart. 
Says Tuka, “Cast all sin away 
And kindle splendour in the clay." 
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In the courtyard of Tukaram's house. Avalat's 
neighbours are talking to her. 


ist NEIGHBOUR 
Your husband is a saint. 


2ND NEIGHBOUR 


You must have won 
This holy man after much prayer and penance 
In other births than this. 
3RD NEIGHBOUR 


Thrice happy sister } 
The village folk are talking of his book 
Which rose out of the river in the dusk. 
1st NEIGHBOUR 
And Rameshwar, the haughty saint, is now 
Unmasked of holiness in all men’s eyes. 
2ND NEIGHBOUR 
His chelas who have left his hermitage 
Have now begun to call him ugly names. 
38RD NEIGHBOUR 
The name of Tukaram is rising like 
A full tide in the hearts of everyone. 
AVALAI 


O do not speak to me of him, good neighbour |! 
His name but conjures up within my mind 
The memory of weary days and nights. 


1st NEIGHBOUR 
Why do you talk like this of him whose head 
Glows with a starry nimbus of renown? 


AVALAI 


If only you had been a poet's wife 
You would not ask me why ; you do not know 
How sad it is to be a poet's wife. 
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2ND NEIGHBOUR 


A poet's wife is like a queen whose days 
Are filled with rosy light of rapturous hours. 


AVALAI 


A poet's wife is like a beggar woman 
Who lives alone amid a desolate heap 
Of terrible grey hours of poverty. 


3RD NEIGHBOUR 
Why do you talk like this ? 


AVALAI 


O he has made 
This house a lampless haunted sepulchre. 
Black winds of death go whistling through its doors 
And hours like hungry jackals pass us by: 
Neighbour, you do not know, you do not know 
How terrible it is to be the wife 
Of one who goes on singing of the soul 
While starving mouths around him cry for bread. 
A poet's house is like a mountain height 
Quiet and beautiful when seen ftom far, 
But like the mountain height the poet's house 
Is full of struggle which you cannot see. 


ist NEIGHBOUR 


We are your neighbours and we know you well, 
We know you and your children and your house, 
We know you, being your neighbours. 


2ND NEIGHBOUR 


And we know 
We also know the way you sit and talk 
Under the stars, sweet neighbour, under the stars 
Out in this courtyard, by yon tulsi plant! 


3RD NEIGHBOUR 


You have eavesdropping neighbours. O we heard 
The poet preaching to you all night long 
Under a sky whose stars were like his words. 
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AVALAI 


He told me lies, he told me naught but lies, 
Sitting under the stars he told me lies, 

He told me that the Lord would give us all 
The moment that we gave away our all, 
And I believed him, and believing him, 

I rose at dawn and called the passersby 

Into our house and bid them take away 

Our pots and pans, our cattle and our lamps. 
And after they took all away I sat 

Alone I sat in a corner of the kitchen 

Of the sternly staring kitchen, and called out 
Thrice to the Lord, but the Lord only knows 
To flood the sky with azure steely laughter 
When we in utmost sorrow call to Him. 


(She spies Tukaram coming.) 
But here he comes, the moonstruck slave of God. 


1st NEIGHBOUR 
The wife should be the shadow of her husband. 


2ND NEIGHBOUR 
Yes, you should be the shadow of your poet. 


3RD NEIGHBOUR 
The shadow of a poet brims with splendour. 
(Zhey go out.) 


(7ukaram comes in from the other wing, singing a 

hymn.) 

TUKARAM (sings) 
The Sadhu ts most like a sugar-cane 
Which yields you sweetness when you give it pain. 
The more you hurt tt, greater grows its price 
With the sharp knife you cut it slice by slice 
And piece by piece relentlessly you peal tt. 
Then pressing out tts jutee for a long while 
You hold tt over fire to congeal tt 
Until the sugar sintles tts virgin smile. 
The Sadhu ts most like the sugar-cane 
Which yields you sweetness when you deal tt pain. 
Why are your eyes so red? Is it with tears 
shed sweetly to the sound of Hari's name? 
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It is the angry redness of a storm 
Which rises to the sound of Hari's name. 


TUKARAM 
Angry with Him? What has He done to you? 


AVALAI 


What has He done to me? Have you no eyes 
Have you no eyes to see what He has done? 
This dawn He took the shapes of passersby 
And came into our house and took away 

Our Jamps, our cattle and our pots and pans, 
And you told me that He would give us all 
The moment that we gave our all away 

And I believed you, but you told me lies, 

O Iam tired of the lies you tell ! 


TUKARAM 
The Lord grows wealthy in our poverty. 


AVALAI 


He plunders us and passes for a king ; 

His hands have snatched and snapped my string of beads 
While He to shame my shy and naked throat 

Is necklaced in innumerable stars. 

Deprived of food and raiment we are left 

Standing under a stubborn sky which stares 

Like a cold eyeball at us, like a cold 

And cruel eyeball with its lid cut off. 


TUKARAM (sings) 


Our only jewel ts Vithoba’s name. 

Not all the wealth of all the earth and sky 

Can this immortal jewel ever buy. 

Seas cannot drown it, nor the myriad flame 

Of twenty million suns can make tt lose 

Its whiteness which burns brighter than all hues. 
No thief can steal tt, and no king can claim 
Lhts flaming flawless jewel of His name. 

Says Tuka, Lo, this burning jewel stands 

Cool as a million moonbeams in our hands. 
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Ah Love, the Jewel glimmers in our hands, 
The music of His name is on our tongue. 


AVALAI 


There’s luckier music in a lizard's throat 

Than in the name of Him who made the lizard. 
The jewel of His name would fetch no more 
In the whole market than a rabbit's eye 

Which is at least bright pink and beautiful ; 

I have grown tired of you and of your Lord 
The Lord who has brought ruin on our house. 
I'll wreak red vengeance on Him, I will go 
Into the temple, I will go and break 

Vithoba’s feet and so relieve my wrath. 


(She picks up a large stone lying in the courtyard, 
and 1s about to go. Tukaram tries to hold her back.) 


TUKARAM 


Woman, where are you going? 


AVALAI (yreeing herself from his hand) 
Let me go. 
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Before the open door of Vithoba's shrine. Vithoba 
and Rukmini sit talking within the shrine. 


RUKMINI 


Why do you tremble like a fisherman’s boat 
Caught ina storm? Why do you tremble so? 
You who can flow at will from form to form, 
Who changed into a fish and fought and won 1 
The demon of the conch, who took the shape 

Of a huge tortoise and upon your back 

Bore the wide mountain-heap of Mandrachal, 2 
You who became a boar and held the world 
Snugly upon your snowy curve of snout, 3 

Who changing to half-lion and half-man 4 
Sprang out of a king’s column. You who move 
The fourteen worlds across ‘eternity 

As in a game of chess the player moves 

Pieces across a chess-board. . . What is it 
Which makes you tremble like a fisherman's boat 
Rudderless and shaken in a ruddy storm ? 





1“ Who changed into a fish and fought and won 
The demon of the conch. . . . 


(1) In his lecture “The Kingdom of Heaven” Swami Rama Tirath 
has included a story which illustrates this episode very beautifully. 
God incarnated as a fish to bring back the Vedas from the Daitya 
Shankhasura who had taken them down to the bottom of the sea in 
order to destroy them, The inner meaning of this, the Swami explains 
is this: God incarnated as a fish to bring back the Vedas from the worm 
living in the concheshell. The fish is a martiime animal and the conch- 
shell is also inhabited by a creature of the sea. Now God, the All, in 
the shape of the fish fought the insect of the sea and destroyed it. The 
insect was driven out of the shell and the waves of the sea washed the 
shel] ashore. People picked it up. The conch-shell was blown, and 
there came out of it the reverberating sound, OM, the sacred syllable 
of the Vedas. 

(2) Jsandrachkal: a huge mountain which was used as a pestle in the 
churning of the ocean. 

(3) “‘ You who became a boar and held the world," etc. The Varaha 
Avatar of the Lord Vishnu in which He was supposed to have taken 
the form of the boar and rescued the world from being sunk by the 
Daityas or Titans. 

(4) ‘“Half-lion, and half-man" is again another of the avatars of 
Vishnu when He was supposed to have become Narasimha, the half- 
lion, half man, who sprang out of column in Hiranyakashapu’s palace, 
in order to prove to the haughty king the truth of his son Prahlada’s 
words, “The Lord is in everything, yea, even in this column,” 
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VITHOBA 


The wife of Tukaram is wroth with me. 


RUKMINI 


What can she do to you ? 
VITHOBA 
My worshippers 
Can twirl me round their finger like a ring, 
And change me into ashes with a look, 
My worshippers can break me like a branch. 


RUKMINI 


But Tuka’s wife is not your worshiprer | 
She talks of you with much irreverance 
And hates to hear her husband chant your name. 


VITHOBA 


It is not only those who think of me 

With love and kindness are my worshippers, 
But even they who think of me with deep 
Anger and hate, for what are love and hate 
Kindness and anger but so many veils 
Which cover up my Beauty in the heart? 

Lo, Tuka's wife is wroth with Tuka’s Lord. 


RUKMINI 
What will she do to you? 


VITHOBA 
She is bringing a stone 


A heavy stone to strike upon my feet. 
RUKMINI 


But you can change into a bird and soar 
Away beyond the forest and the sky. 


VITHOBA 
Her angry tears will drench my flying wings 
Weigh on them heavily, and drag them down. 


RUKMINI 


But now you tremble not. You have become 
Quiet and strong again. 
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VITHOBA 
It is not strength 
That makes me quiet, but a mournful thought. 
RUKMINI 
What thought, my Lord? 
VITHOBA 


If Tukaram should come 
And step between me and the falling stone 
The stone would crush his feet instead of mine. 
My heart would break to see his broken feet 
Which have danced sweetly, sweetly through the years 
Drunk with the music of Vithoba's name. 


RUKMINI 


It isa foolish fear. The falling stone 

Would melt into a stream of womanly tears 

To bathe his feet which dance before your shrine. 

They come. . . . Ihad best shut the door of the 
shrine. 


(Rukmini shuts the shrine-door. Avalai comes tn 
weth the stone. Jukaram still tries to dissuade her from 
vashness.) 


TUKARAM 


Nay, be not rash. Why need you hurt him more ? 
You cannot hurt him more than you have done 
Already with the mere thought of hurting Him. 


AVALAI 


O He has hurt us, hurt us all our life. 

He is the ancient tyrant of the world 

Who makes us sweat and labour day by day 
Under the frequent lashes of His whip 

Until the evening comes, when we are paid 
Sorrow as wages by His generous hands 
And taking them without a moan, we turn 
On weary feet to tread our homeward way. 


TUKARAM 
Nay, He will give you all that you desire. 
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O you have told me this your whole life long. 
See how the tyrant hides within the shrine 
Behind a door His trembling hands have closed 
As a child closes both its frightened eyes 

To feel a sense of safety | 


TUKARAM 
He will give 
All that you ask of Him. 
RUKMINI’S VOICE (from within the shrine) 
Go back, go back 
Woman, for all you want is in your house. 
TUKARAM 


Alas, alas, alas, I know that voice 

I know the hidden meaning of that voice 

Which says, O woman, that your eyes have loved 
The hollow shell and lost the hidden pearl, 
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In Tukaram's house. Tukavam ts singinga hymn to 
the sound of a tambura. 


TUKARAM (segs) 


The name of Him in whom unfurled 
Lie stlent world on green-lit world 
We have imprisoned in a note 
Proceeding from our mortal throat. 
Why need we wander now or roam 
What ts there wanting in our home P 
Why need we seek Him any more ? 
Lo, He ts standing at our door. 


Who slew dark Asuras now stands 
Before us with joined reverent hands. 
The formless One self-luminous 
Has taken form to worship us. 
In whom vast flaming worlds arise 
Comes like a slave befove our eyes. 
Says Tuka: When our feet have trod 
Desive and envy, pride and lust 
Into a little ball of dust 
We grow more powerful than God. 
(Enter Mahadev, Tukaram’s eldest son, with his 
younger brother.) 
1st CHILD 
O father, father! mother beat my back 
With an old kitchen broom, but strange to tell, 
It did not hurt at all. 
2npD CHILD 
And mother's eyes 
Are hot and burning like a kitchen fire. 
1st CHILD 
Mother is sitting on the kitchen step 
And shaking her right fist to a passing cloud 
As if she would shatter its purple wing 
And make it drop from heaven like a wounded dragon. 
2nD CHILD 


I heard her telling God He was a liar ! 
(Avalas comes tn. The children go out quietly.) 
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Your Hari is the ancient liar of heaven 

Who keeps the world revolving round a lie 
When He first set the moon and stars afloat 
Lonelily along the stream of Time 

He promised them a shore at the end of it, 

And they believed Him, that was long ago, 

But now they have found Him out, they have found out 
Time has no end, God knew that well enough 
When He set them afloat and knowing it 

Was guilty ofa lie. In the same way 

He promised all the beauty of the world 

Release from dim monotonous cyclic laws 

When Time should end, but Time will never end 
And the world goes revolving round the lie 

This ancient huge deliberate lie of God. 


TUKARAM 
This universe is a great gorgeous lie 
And God the truth behind. 


AVALAI 


I know, I know 
How truthful is the tongue which tells me so. 


But here they come, two brothers of your heart, 

Two shameless beggars. I have halt a mind 

To sweep them with a broom out of the house. 
TUKARAM 


Welcome a guest as you would welcome God. 


AVALAI 
Yea, I would welcome Him with an old broom. 


(Two men enter with trays covered up with red and 


purple cloth. They ave servants who have come from 
Svajt's palace). 


TUKARAM 
Where do you come from ? 
ist SERVANT 
We come from the King. 
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ANALAI 


I hope you do not come from heaven's King ? 
2ND SERVANT 
We are the servants of king Sivaji. 


1st SERVANT 
Who sends these humble offerings to a saint. 
AVALAI 


Thrice welcome, four times welcome to our house, 
(The servants uncover the trays on which ave heaped 
piles of bright jewels.) 
O wonderful fire of jewels, burn me up! 
O bury me in jewels, let me die 
Slowly under this fiery jewel weight. 


TUKARAM 
Take back, take back these jewels to the king. 


AVALAI 


Nay, leave them, leave them, for they make me love 
Honour and trust the Lord who made the world. 
Nay, do not send these jewels back, my lord 

Which God has sent in answer to my prayers, 

O God is very very beautiful. 


TUKARAM 


These dust-poor things which you call precious stones 
Casting a gaudy darkness cover up 
The scintillating jewel of the soul. 


AVALAI 
The soul is but a myth of the child's mind. 
TUKARAM 


Ah no, it is the only real thing 
A precious stone which studs the ring of God. 
AVALAI 


A pale imaginary precious stone. 
(To the servants of the king.) 
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Nay, noble servants of a noble king, 
Pay little heed to what he says ; a saint 
Is a deed foolish irresponsible thing. 
(Picking up the jewels one by one.) 


I tremble to behold this laden tray 

My heart is jumping like a joyous frog 

Under the lightening of this jewel-heap 

O it is raining, raining everywhere 

Diamonds as limpid as a virgin’s tears, 

Rubies as red as sunsets on a hill, 

Sapphires as blue as the blue light of heaven, 
Emeralds as green as the green depths of the sea 
Opals which kindle elfin rainbow-lamps, 

And pale blue wonder of sea-winnowed pearls. 


TUKARAM 
In the clear light within me I behold 
Diamonds as white as the legs of a leper, 
Rubies as red as a murderer's hands, 
Sapphires as blue as poison in a cup, 
Emeralds as green as the grave of a child, 
Opals lighting dim lamps in a whore’s house, 
And pearls as pale as a dead woman's lips. 
Take back, take back these jewels to the king. 


(Zhe servants cover up the trays and go out.) 


SERVANTS 


A saint's commands are greater than a king's 
Which we must needs obey without a word. 


(They go out with the trays.) 


AVALAI 
O cruel, cruel man! what have you done? 


TUKARAM 


A host of vultures came with emerald eyes 
And ruby eyes, and sapphire eyes, and eyes 
Of cold white diamonds, to feed on us, 

But we are rescued rescued from their hunger. 


AVALAI 
But hunger like a vulture kills our house 
With the wide ponderous flapping of its wings 
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And the chill lustre of its muddy eyes, 

While in its brooding shadow you sit and sing, 

You sit and sing to the wise Fool of heaven. 

O you were blinded by the jewelled eyes 

Of my sweet angels whom you have driven away 

And we are lonesome beggars once again. 

O God, you are the ancient liar of heaven 

Who keep the world revolving round a lie! 

You fool us every moment, and you play 

Each human being like an idle game. 

Over and over again you break your word, 

We know you break your word at every turn 
And yet at every turn we trust in you. 


TUKARAM 


Renunciation brings us nearer God. 


AVALAI 
O fool, fool, fool | I say there is no God. 


* b 7 ow 
1 wove’ 
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On the bank of the Indvayini river. Acremd of 
men and women is seen to gather round Tukaram who 
is singing his hymn to the sound of his rattles. 

TUKARAM (sings) 
days ave done upon the earth 
oe The time has cf O brother ! 
For me to break the bonds of death and birth 

And go back to my Mother. 

At last I rise from the slow sleep of clay 
Wherein we dream one long dim dream of pain. 

Farewell, for now I g0 away 

And will not come again. 

Now one by one 

My songs are done 

And at the end of day 
I find that I have nothing more to say. 

My days are done upon the earth 

Bid me farewell, O brother ! 

After blind wanderings of death and birth 

I go back to my Mother. 

O who will go with me? 
AN OLD WOMAN 


We will go. 
A MAN 
But tell us, tell us where? 


TUKARAM 
To Vaikunta. 
AN OLD MAN 
O, that's an old, old name we pilgrims give 
To any place of pilgrimage on earth. 


TUKARAM 
Ah no, no, no, I go beyond the earth 
To a sweet place of pilgrimage which lies 
Beyond the dream of pilgrims. 
ANOTHER MAN 


Beyond the dream 
Of pilgrims, , it must be very far! 
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How will you go to such a distant place ? 
Your feet will bleed even to think of it. 


TUKARAM (sings) 


To the beautiful city of saints I go 

Like a beggar with empty hands. 
Beyond the heart, beyond the eyes 

That beautiful city stands. 
There ts no day there, there ts no night 
Only a soft green wonderful light 

Of an endless lingering harvest lies 
Over its quiet lands. 
Iwill go to that beautiful city 

Like a beggar with quietly open palms 
And the satnts with sinless shadowless eyes 
Will, hearing the sound of my beggar’s cries, 

Open the glimmering door of the skies 

And call mein and give me alms. 

For the saints are beautiful kings who hoard 
In secret treasure-caverns above 
The priceless gold of the Name of the Lord, 
White pearls of peace, red mubies of love. 


Look, there they come. O can't you see them come? 


A WOMAN 
We can see nothing. 


ANOTHER WOMAN 
We can only see 
The lone sky drooping like a dreamy flower 
Along the river-margin. 


ANOTHER WOMAN 
We can see 
Only a great white cloud like a saint's dream 
Springing out of the river. 


A MAN 
We can see 
Naught but the azure nothingness called heaven. 
TUKARAM 


O there they come, the blinding messengers , 
Of the blue Lord. 
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AN OLD MAN 
We see no messengers: 


TUKARAM 


They come towards us in a boat of flowers 
I hear the measured flapping of its wings 

I see it cutting through the liquid blue 
Leaving a silent silver trail behind. 

O who will go with me? 


CROWD 
We would all go 
If only we could see the boat of flowers, 
And study first the trackless chart of heaven 
Before we went with you. 


TUKARAM (vo his son) 
Go, Mahadev, 
And bid your mother come. 


(Vahader' goes out) 
O brothers, brothers | 
Your soul is like a lazy cowherd boy 
Who in the lonely shadow of a tree 
Sleeps all the noon away, and wakes at dusk 
To find the golden gift of daylight gone. 
In the grey shadow of the body's tree 
Your soul has dropped asleep at the gold noon 
Of a celestial opportunity 
And will awake in a sad starless dusk 
Crying for an irrevocable noon. 
(Sings) 
Vay the Name of Pandurang* 
cllway’s echo on your tongue 
May that sweet and holy Name 
Glimmer in your hearts like flame 
May it flower, flrwer, flower 
In vour body every hour 
Vithoba ts calling me 
lam going to Hts feet. 
* Pandurang, another name for the Tord Vithoba, who is the 


patron Lord of the Mahrattas. The temple dedicated to Him stands in 
Pandarpur and is a great place of pilgrimage. 
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Soon the river and the sea 

In a single sudden sweet 

Holy marriage-hour will meet. 

Lo, lam the river. . . He 

Is the nectar. brimming Sea 

Who ts calling, calling me. 

Once the river runs away 
Shattering the bonds of shore 
"Twill return no more, no more, 

Is what Tuka wants to say. 

(Enter Avalai with a basket in her hand whtch is 
covered with cowdung which she had evidently been beating 
nto flat cakes for fuel.) 

So, you have come 


AVALAI 


Why have you sent for me? 


TUKARAM 
I have not sent for you ; the azure Lord 
Who sends His boat of flowers has sent for you. 
AVALAI 


O send His boat of flowers back to Him 
And ask Him not to meddle with the world. 
It his high time He set to mend His ways 
And set you an example. 


TUKARAM 


Let us go 
On a last pilgrimage to Vaikunta. 


AVALAI 


Only a lazy man like you could think 
Of turning pilgrim. Ihave more to do 
Than jump into an idle boat of flowers 
And join you in your foolish pilgrimage. 


TUKARAM 
What is there left to do ? 
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AVALAI 
A hundred things: 

I've yet to clean and scrub the cowshed floor 
And sweep the kitchen and to wash the pots, 
To fill the lamps with oil, to mend the clothes, 
To light the fire aud cook the evening meal, 
To winnow grain, to pound, to grind, to churn 
You know I have a hundred things to do 
And still you ask what there is left to do! 


TUKARAM 


In Vaikunta there is no need for work. 


AVALAI 


Fit place for you and God, a lazy pair 
Who reap the fruit which others sow for you. 


TUKARAM (sznes) 


O be not caught 

In Maya's mesh of wondrous colours wrought. 

O can't you hear 

Death's footsteps drawing, ever drawing near ? 
lhere,see him stand 

A terrible blood-red torch-flame in his hand. 

Iho will protect 

You from his mournful noose-knot flower-decked ? 
Lo, Tuka satth 

Flari alone can rescue us from death: 


The winged boat is coming close to earth 
O wonderful, O beautiful, white boat ! 


AN OLD MAN 
There is a noise of whirring wings in the air. 
A WOMAN 
I cannot hear it. 
A MAN 


I can only hear 
The lapping of the grey and lonely water. 


AN OLD WOMAN 
I think I hear some voices in the sky. 
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ANOTHER WOMAN 


The sky is like a deep blue flower which pours 
A strangely piercing perfume in my heart. 


AVALAI 


My lord, I have a.mind to go with you 
But our cow which is grown big with calf 
Holds me back from going. 


TUKARAM 
I will go 
Toward the Light that beckons from afar. 


(The stage grows pitch dark in an instant. In the 
darkness sounds the whirring of great wings.) 


CROWD 
O terrible darkness. 
What a rush of wings ! 
Where are we? 
O I cannot bear the dark ! 
It freezes... 
O terrible dark ! 
It burns like fire! 
(Tukaram utters his last words out of the depth of 
the darkness.) 
TUKARAM'S VOICE 
It is not darkness but excess of light 
Which blinds your eyes a moment. It is the last 
Excess of the white Light that calls to me. 
(A beating of wings and a gradual sound as ofa bird 
taking tight. The stage grows bright again.) 


CROWD 
O where is Tukaram ? 
Only a shawl 
And his old rattles he has left behind 
For us to look upon and think of him. 
O where is Tukaram ? 
RAMESHWAR (who has been silent throughout the scene) 
He is. the light 
Which floods the sobbing river 
And echoes like lone music through the sky.- 
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OPINIONS 


RABINDRANATH TAGORE: 
“T have a genuine admiration for your poetry and I once 
again greet you as a poet of rare distinction.” 


ARABINDO GHOSE : 
‘The newness,power and genius of this poetry are evident." 





FOWLER WRIGHT IN ‘POETRY AND THE PLay’ : 

“It may be high praise and yet not too high to say that what 
Joseph Conrad did for English Prose, Chattopadhyaya is doing 
for English Poetry.” 


REL TEED 


GEORGE RUSSEL (AE): 


“Your verse has beautiful things in it--- You have the root of 
poetry in you". 


YONE NOGUCHI : 
“Excellent book of verse.” 


ALICE MEYNELL : 

‘It is exceedingly interesting to me to see such a meeting of 
Eastern and Western imagination as [ think your poetry brings 
about." 


HAROLD CHILDE : 
“I keep opening the book anew and always light on some- 
thing beautiful and deep.” 


IETS cht OI, 


James H. COUSINS : 

“This young Indian poet shows the way at the beginning of 
this century out of the deep valleys of gloom and uncertainty 
into the sunlight and elevation of inner realisation of divinity.” 


